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deja vu all over again 
pesident Bush's add<ess on dmgs gives plenty of opponunity fot teflection to people who se< 
things in ethical or religious terms. The actions to which those people may be led as a result of their 
reflections can be expected to be various. Not all will choose to be soldiers in the War Against Drugs. 
One surely must ask questions about the enemy we are being asked to fight. No one could deny 
that as a people we are experiencing a group of symptoms that are profoundly disturbing. We hear 
and read continually, and certainly President Bush and his drug czar William Bennett have been 
vocal in this matter, about increased crimes, social disruption, violence, and the like, all carefully 
labelled 'drug-related.' There is no doubt that certain areas of the country are experiencing these 
symptoms at levels that are intolerable, and those who are victimized justifiably cry out for atten-
tion and relief. The pain and grief in the voice of a young girl interviewed on a public radio news 
broadcast on the morning after the President's speech tore at the heart; her mother, her aunts, even 
her deacon on crack, she herself wanted to die. "But if I do, who will help my little brother and my 
little sister? Who will help them?" Those of us who are in most senses outside her pain need to find 
ways of alleviating it, of being her older brothers and sisters. 
But, typical of the American penchant for the quick fix, particularly if it sounds tough, aggres-
sive, and, even better, militaristic, we are strapping on our six shooters to go out to war without 
knowing much about the enemy, and without thinking about the consequences of our precipitate 
wars. The government, and indeed many citizens, want to swing into action and cut a wide swath 
through the thickets of our troubles by making lots of new laws, changing the Constitution if nec-
essary, and putting lots more people in jail. It's the Seebees to the rescue on the sands of yet 
another Iwo Jima. 
But surely many of the symptoms of the national distress are illegal already. Murder, robbery, 
extortion, abuse, threats with menace, harassment-all these, and all the way down the line through 
vandalism, operating machinery in an unsafe manner, and disturbing the peace, to being a "public 
nuisance." These actions, all of them considered threats to public well-being, are punishable in law. 
All these behaviors are subject to various prosecutions and punishments, though admittedly some, 
like creating a public nuisance, are ambiguous and capable of interpretation. It seems perfectly rea-
sonable to keep on apprehending, prosecuting, and punishing persons who commit those behav-
iors-for whatever reasons. 
What does not seem reasonable is to label as "criminal" behaviors which sometimes lead to the 
crimes listed above, and sometimes do not. To call people who ingest an illegal substance guilty of 
breaking the law against such ingestion is reasonable. But to call them guilty of the murders and 
mayhem committed by others is not reasonable, and it is not likely to result in any positive social 
gain. We will not achieve general social improvement by attempting to criminalize all behaviors 
which many of us think can be damaging to the body politic, as well as the body individual. Didn't 
we learn that in the experience of Prohibition? 
Perhaps the most troubling part of all this is the problem we human beings have with pleasure. 
And in the long history of attempts to understand our desire for pleasure, and to regulate the behav-
iors based on that desire, churches have had relatively little to say. The general impression seems to 
Reports of the Editor,s 
demise are 
exaggerated, 
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thought until a 
bout with various 
bugs 
laid her low 
this week. 
Hence the reprise 
of a column from 
her first year 
as editor, 1989-90. 
be (though this is far from accurate and far from subtle) that Christianity's response to the problem 
of pleasure is "Don't." There are Biblical verses, often part of Christianity's gnostic baggage, that 
can be read that way. But there is not much explicit "theology of pleasure" in what we Christians 
confess. We don't know where, in our systems of values, to put it, especially pleasure experienced in 
the body. In hymns and liturgy we usually sing about preferring God to this world's vain pleasures, 
or about the pleasure of serving God or being in God's house, but that tends to sum it up. 
And what about "drug-induced pleasure"? Is wine wrong, or coffee, or cigarettes, or chocolate? 
Do churches have something sensible and helpful to say here? If these substances are wrong only to 
the extent that they may cause (tricky assumption) some illegal behavior, then isn't it a logical fault 
to say that using them ought to be illegal? Further, if we begin simply labelling things illegal because 
we don't like them, and we don't think they are good for people, all kinds of pleasures may be in 
trouble, viz. the Mikado's little list. We might suggest starting with romance novels and Italian 
tenors, though doubtless some would demur. 
The Victorians, in all their admirable zeal for helping people to be good, got themselves caught 
in some situations that ought to look familiar. Those who have choices among pleasures and dis-
criminate among them believe-may even know-that some pleasures are bad. That some goods 
ought to be encouraged and others discouraged. Thus, because it is good for people to keep a Sab-
bath in rest and quietness, they made laws against games, amusements, entertainments, outdoor 
eating and drinking, and all selling of any of these on Sunday. It happened of course that because of 
the sixty hour work week, the poor could only enjoy games and amusements on Sunday, the day 
they were forbidden to indulge in them. The Victorians had to learn that prohibiting pleasures can 
be done only with great care, at least in societies that attempt to regulate civic life with reasonable-
ness and equity. 
Tremendous needs drive the drug business, legal and illegal. Until we have better things to say 
about those needs than "don't have them," we ought perhaps to cool our hot pursuit of the prose-
cution of pleasure. 
Peace, 
GME 
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Intimations 
some possibilities from the clouded crystal ball 
Richard Lee 
This is the first piece in a series commissioned for this year's Cresset concerning the question, "what and how 
should the church-related university publish in the 21st century?" Participants have all been editors of Valparaiso 
University publications. "&chard Lee was Editor ofThe Lighter (1959-60); The Cresset (1969-72, 1978-81); 
Valpo (1991-1995). We are grateful to him for leading off the series. 
-The Editor 
letter to the editor present and future 
Thanks for inviting me to the old editors' forum on the question of what a "church-related 
university should be publishing in the new century." I am not sure I know how to be part of such a 
distinguished focus group, but I shall try to raise some of the items on my publication wish-list for 
discussion. 
First, I issue all the usual disclaimers about predicting the future. I am old enough to know that 
little in my sixty-plus-years could have alerted me to our present situation, and I suspect the present 
day is only an imperfect guide to the days and years to come. 
A small example: as a boy I could not possibly imagine that one day I might data enter this letter 
to you on a computer in Washington state while checking a few facts on several data bases on the 
internet, then e-mail it to you in Arizona so you might edit and whiz it back to your staff in Val-
paraiso, where they take it on a disk to the printer to download and photoprint it onto recycled 
paper with soybean ink for eager readers around the world. Finally, my letter may be laid to rest on 
the Web site of The Cresset (www/valpo.edu/cresset/), all its words having been duly processed. If so 
great a change in the mere means of our communication has occurred in my life time, we can surely 
expect even greater changes in all our presuppositions and practices, habits and habitats in the new 
century. The future is another country, and folks will live differently there. 
What is, I think, certain about the future is that the love and labor of performing the church-
related university in the new century will always be closely related to its thoughtful publications. 
Indeed, the raison d'etre of those publications is to help such a pilgrimaging university imagine itself 
anew, and its thoughtful publications are simply the occasions where it "goes public" with what it is 
thinking about every day about tomorrow. A short answer to your question, therefore, could be: 
thoughtful church-related publications should be publishing discussions of the issues at the heart of 
the task of being and becoming a church-related university. The essential service of those universi-
ties is to serve God well "in the interior court" of the mind and to pursue the life of the mind for the 
life of the church and the world. I personally would have no use for a church-related university pub-
lication that seeks a lighter burden or more generic pastures. 
t. Having duly noted my disclaimers and prejudices, my guess is that much of the present plight 
and promise of humankind will continue well into the new century. Thoughtful church-within-the-
university publications will need to think about fairly chronic conditions of a fast changing world 
and speak to issues both old and new. What are some of those issues? 
We can, I think, expect: the continuing dominance of technical reason over most of our lives; 
the greater preoccupation of most institutions with efficient means rather than humane ends; the 
reduction of more social and moral issues to market economics; further cultural dislocations due to 
dazzling new technologies; and the sustenance and subordination of more people by alluring, global 
principalities and powers. 
We can also expect: increasing population pressures upon the environment, including humanly 
habitable space; continued global warming and ozone depletion with climatic effects on man, beast, 
and bio-diversity we cannot fully foresee; the movement of more of the problems of human behavior 
to the realm of biology and pharmacology; raging contagious diseases and malnutrition, especially 
in the southern hemisphere; further worldwide refugee migrations of people from the south to the 
north; and an accelerating gap in wealth between the world's rich and the poor. In advanced indus-
trial societies we can also expect a stacking of wealth of the old over the young as their populations 
age and their welfare systems strain to perform more services. 
We can further expect: continuing fundamentalist fervor in the world religions and ever new 
quests for "spirituality" among Western secularists; a steady supply of political and ideological ter-
rorists with more lethal weapons; the absorption of "peace dividends" and "budget surpluses" into 
new military spending and provisions for space warfare; and a continuation of the world-wide con-
servative political movement of the last quarter century well into the new century. 
I think we can expect further "dumbing down" by the media and more numbing bombardments 
of its images, especially in various forms of advertising, marketing, public relations, and propa-
ganda. I would also expect further movement by higher education, politics, and religion toward the 
realm of entertainment and divertissement. On the whole, I should imagine most of us will continue 
to be-in-the-world to hear and see, some fewer to feel and act, and still fewer to read and think. 
I am, of course, dwelling mostly on the dark side. No doubt there will be lucky reprieves from 
various dangers, many meaningful lives lived within and against their circumstances, and healing 
bursts of intelligence, charity, and good will. The future is certain to be exciting-perhaps too 
exciting-and those of us nearing our deaths may consider them agreeable opportunities to get off 
the planet. To be sure, faith in a gracious and adventurous God prompts a certain joy and good 
cheer until we go under, but some of us may understandably remain guardedly apocalyptic. 
ii. Not a few of the issues in our tantalizing future are spiritual, even religious, at their roots and 
will profit by theological understanding and analysis. It only remains to say that thoughtful church-
related university publications could profitably undertake certain fundamental inquiries before they 
speak to any of these issues. The first item on my publishing wish-list, therefore, is more vigorous 
thinking and writing on the truth of the Christian faith and the various ways its truth can be claimed 
in the post-modern world. I consider this the defining intellectual task of the church-related univer-
sity and therefore also its most important area of inquiry in its thoughtful publications. 
In recent years we have seen how Christianity can be exploited as a political force and pro-
moted as a "faith based" provider of public services. (It is not for nothing that the the United States 
President claims Jesus as his favorite "philosopher.") Christianity has also been advanced as a kind 
of "Ten Commandments" restraint for a ravenously appetitive society and a social glue for its break-
down. It is championed as a support for various self-help programs and heralded as the cure for var-
ious addictions, compulsions, and unconventional sex. In some quarters Christianity is promoted as 
a physic for healing the body as well as the soul, while others invoke Christianity as a force for 
moral improvement, the prevention of crime, and the defense of family values. Most recently Chris-
tianity has generated profitable film, video, and rock music entertainments-a "Christian culture"-
especially for the young. There is surely no want of Christianity in our public life. 
It seems to me that such functional forms of Christianity take care of themselves. Thoughtful 
Christians, however, need to ask afresh about the ways (in language, imagination, and Weltan-
shauung) Christianity is true, especially for the sake of today's students who are often clueless 
about the truth of their faith or their hope of believing. The publications of church-related univer-
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sities are well suited to pursue this quest, and the advent of this new century is already past the 
time to get on it. 
One of the many advantages of the new century is that thought on this topic can be read at the 
Web sites of church-related university publications. Such publications often need readers more 
urgently than they need writers, and many readers in the new century will prefer reading-and 
replying-to what they read with electronic effortlessness. If M.l. T. can put its whole curriculum 
online, thoughtful publications of the church-within-the-university can do no less with what they 
have to show and tell. 
iii. Closely related to the first item on my wish-list is the second: I could wish that church-related 
university publications would give more thought to the relation of Christianity to the other great reli-
gious interpretations of the world. This inquiry is already at the doors of our more religiously plural-
istic campuses which can no longer assume (a) they need help only Christian students relate intellec-
tually to their faith and (b) they need help Christian students relate intellectually only to Christianity. 
In recent years the teaching of theology in many church-related universities served a luscious smor-
gasbord Christianity of interest group topics. Students could engage Native-American, Mrican-Amer-
ican, Hispanic-American, Women's, and Gay and Lesbian theological studies, as well as various issue 
studies regarding ecology, the Holocaust, the elderly, world peace, and sexual and biomedical ethics. 
All to the good, no doubt, and some of those studies do broach other world religion perspectives. 
My guess, however, is that the new century calls for more sustained and centered attention to 
the religions of the world in church-related universities and their thoughtful publications. The 
forthcoming Cresset attention to Islam among the "Religions of Abraham" is a hopeful example. We 
owe such inquiry to our readers who now live in a more religiously diverse and more religiously 
contentious world. We also owe such inquiry to the theological understanding of the church-related 
university itself. Perhaps the old aphorism that those who know only the Bible do not know the 
Bible should be broadened to those who know only Christianity do not know Christianity. A more 
vigorous engagement with the "literature, arts, and public affairs" of other religions could help 
readers to a deeper appreciation of the the depth and breadth of the religious imagination and the 
plenitude of divine Providence. 
iv. The third and final item on my wish-list is harder to specify, and still more difficult to deliver, 
but I could wish that thoughtful church-related university publications might help to invigorate 
community on their campuses. For various reasons-faculty transiency, academic specialization, dis-
ciplinary publication pressures, adjunct appointments, generational transformation, creeping pri-
vatism, preoccupations with survival-community on our campuses has recently shriveled. Attrac-
tive "celebrity Christian" faculty gather followings on some campuses, but they cannot substitute 
for a continuing conversation about the fundamentals of the church-related university by the faculty 
as a whole or some significant part of it. Those fundamentals ought not be left to the formulations 
of a university's marketing publications, which are often banal and sometimes embarrassing. 
Some of the best secular publications are generated by writers who are in regular engagement 
with one another on the issues treated in their publications. Who wouldn't want to eavesdrop on 
the writers' discussions at the old New Yorker or the early National Review or overhear those dis-
cussions today at the New Republic or the Weekly Standard? Both the writers' agreements and dis-
agreements strike the fires that light their pages. 
Not all the writers for church-related publications are on their campuses, but many are, and 
others could join the discussion by e-mail. A promising way to improve church-related university 
publications, and perhaps improve community on their campuses, is to find more ways for their 
publications to be nourished by a regularly meeting community of writers at work on a common 
mission. If nothing else, such engagements might help astringe some of the academicism of the 
authors and induce some humility among them toward the "common" or "lay" reader. 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Richard Lee is 
Emeritus Professor of 
Humanities in Christ 
College 
(the honors college), 
Valparaiso University. 
v. A recent New Yorker cartoon pictures a skinny sage, wrapped in turban and loin cloth and sur-
rounded by dozens and dozens of cats on his mountaintop perch. Crawling laboriously up the 
mountain is an earnest disciple, who has just delivered a breathless message. The astonished sage 
replies: "You mean 'the meaning of life' is not 'cats'?" 
Many of us take much of the meaning for our lives from our limited environment and can be as 
deceived by it as that sage. Sometimes a word must come to us from outside our world, and often it 
comes from the future. I am sure that much of what the "church-related university should be pub-
lishing in the new century" cannot now be imagined, any more than I could imagine using this com-
puter many years ago. All we can ask is that we faithfully hold onto the question--as The Cresset has 
done and continues to do--and hope to recognize the answers which will surely come. 
SEPTEMBER SWIM 
Knee deep just feet from shore 
your dive was more of an unhurried 
fall, your hands ahead of you, 
and then the water closed around your clothes, 
your skirt collapsing suddenly 
like a flower pulled by its stem through liquid. 
You didn't make a sound. 
The wind rustled leaves all around us, 
and corrugated the water. 
The sun dipped lower. 
I didn't know if you would ever 
appear again because in that split second, 
standing on the shore of this pond 
in the mountains, long afternoon shadows 
were black shrouds on the water, 
tinges of yellow and orange already 
on some tress, I sensed the new season, 
felt one season expire and pass on. 
In that moment you were submerged, 
swallowed whole; but like a loon, 
you bobbed up and shrieked the cold 
baptism out of your lungs; then you 
stood up, wet clothes clung to your body, 
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Vocation is Daily Bread 
L. DeAne Lagerquist 
I know what you're thinking-that anyone with proper sensitive feeling would rather scrub floors for a living. 
But I scrub floors very badly, and I write detective stories rather well. I don't see why proper feeling should pre-
vent me from doing my proper job. -Harriet Vane in Dorothy Sayers' Gaudy Night 
B nth inside the chmch and outside th"' is inmased attention these days to vocation. The 
term appears in popular fiction, in religious reflection, and in discussions of career-planning. 
Although often used to designate slightly different things, in most cases, behind the word vocation 
is a concern for human meaning particularly as it is found in the interaction of one's identity and 
one's activity. Christian teaching about this matter is lively, rich, and old. In contemporary discus-
sions, we usually bring in Martin Luther's thought on the matter rather early. It strikes me that 
recent works-of fiction and from the social sciences-also have much to contribute. 
In the second quarter of the 20th century Dorothy Sayers returned again and again to voca-
tional issues about the relationship of being and doing. Her theological essays, drama and detective 
fiction are germane to contemporary discussions. In Gaudy Night, the matter is presented in the 
context of a nasty series of disruptions at Somerville, an Oxford women's college. Harriet Vane, an 
alumna of the college and writer of detective fiction, is drawn in to investigate. As she observes the 
lives of students, staff, and faculty, she confronts her own perplexity about her "proper job." 
Throughout the novel the simple term-job-is used to convey something more complex and sig-
nificant than a task done for pay, such as either scrubbing floors or writing books; rather it func-
tions as a near synonym for the most robust sense of vocation or calling. That such a vocation 
encompasses all of one's life, relationships along with employment and other responsibilities, Har-
riet comes to understand only as the several plots are resolved. 
Here and elsewhere, Sayers explored enduring, familiar questions. Harriet seems to ask, "What 
is the best use of my talents? Is it possible to love someone without disappearing into that person? 
Can I maintain the integrity of my identity without destroying others?" Behind these questions and 
those raised by other characters is a single, fundamental issue of human existence. Although they 
appear distinct, all of them are about the relationship of being and doing as the locus of meaning. In 
our experience, as in Harriet's, the questions emerge in all the multiple and inter-penetrating layers 
of our lives. We ask these same questions: How does who I am influence what I do? How does what 
I do shape who I am? They are questions well addressed by theological discussion of vocation. 
Luther's profound insight in these matters is simply put: being generates doing. God's gracious 
saving love gives a faithful identity that compels action and gives it meaning. Put another way, the 
voice of vocation directs us: now that you have been embraced by God's grace, express gratitude 
to God as you turn to serve your neighbor with love. This voice calls all Christians, not just a few, 
to join in a two-step dance. In Luther's time such a teaching undermined the counsels of perfection 
that elevated specialized religious life. His teaching thus democratized vocation, for no longer was 
vocation limited to the priests and the monastics. Dairymaid and baker, child and parent, magis-
trate and miner: all were called by God into the responsibilities of their stations. Rather than using 
Luther's word-station-we might use Dietrich Bonhoeffer's phrase claiming that all are called by 




mystery fiction and 
Christian vocation-
and comes up with 
surprising insights 
about both. 
Since his time, Luther's teaching that what we do on earth does not influence God's love for us 
in eternity has allowed too many Christians to separate being and temporal doing. Rather than 
turning to the neighbor, they have stood, still grasping hard the gift of grace, but not making use of 
it. Luther himself did not advocate such inaction; to the contrary, his appropriation of organic, bib-
lical metaphors-such as the good tree that bears good fruit-shows that he expected good works 
to follow faithful reception of divine grace. Using Luther's distinction: passive righteousness begets 
active righteousness. Isaiah's image of the rain falling on the just and unjust alike is adapted to this 
end by Luther. Commenting on Galatians, he asserts that the believer who has been grasped by 
God's love becomes the rain, watering the earth that brings forth grain to make daily bread. 
Explaining the petition for daily bread in the Lord's Prayer Luther wrote: "Daily bread includes 
everything needed for this life, such as food and clothing, home and property, work and income, a 
devoted family, an orderly community, good government, favorable weather, peace and health, a 
good name, and true friends and neighbors." 
The dynamic implied by the metaphors of fruit tree and rain is supported by examination of 
gift cultures. Marcel Mauss's pioneering work and Lewis Hyde's more recent explorations of 
these cultures can suggest for us an affinity between the ways these cultures experience gift giving 
and receiving, and the way we might better understand vocation. Specifically, gift economies illu-
mine the necessity of acting upon one's received identity as God's own and the generative quality 
of such action. The necessity of receiving and responding by giving is not a humanly constructed 
law; it is inherent in the nature of gift as gravity is inherent in physical existence. A gift is not a 
commodity that its owner possesses nor can the value of a gift be counted out in currency and 
coins. The value of a gift is in what Hyde terms its erotic power to nourish relationships and to 
increase life. But that power is stilled, or perverted, when the gift doesn't move, when the first 
recipient clutches it rather than releasing it to the next recipient. 
Not long out of Egypt the Hebrews experienced these dynamics of gift. Having first freed 
them from slavery, God provided them with the mysterious food called manna. Along with the 
bread came instructions on how to receive the gift: on five days collect as much as you need 
without saving any for the next day; on the sixth day collect enough for Sabbath meals as well. 
As is proper to a gift, "when they measured [the manna] with an omer, those who gathered 
much had nothing over, and those who gathered a little had no shortage; they gathered as much 
as each of them needed" (Ex 16: 18). Those who tried to preserve a portion for the following 
day found that in the morning it was putrid and full of worms. On the Sabbath day the extra 
portion was still good: the people could eat it and return thanks to God in their rest. When the 
people received the gift appropriately, the bread sustained them; when they hoarded it, the 
manna became toxic. 
Hyde recounts a Scottish story (one of several European tales with similiar themes) in which a 
mother offers a parting gift to each of her three daughters; two refuse it and come to bad ends. 
Having received the smaller loaf and a blessing, the third girl shares the bread with birds to the 
good end that all are fed; a friendship is established; later, with the birds' aid, the girl is able to 
accomplish the task that her sisters failed. Unlike them, she receives the appointed reward as well 
as a vessel of cordial, with which she restores her sisters to life. The sisters who decline the initial 
gift and refuse to share what they had, lose it. The one who accepts the gift and reciprocates by 
giving, gains more than she had. The power of the gift is increased as it passes from one hand to 
another. 
Based upon examination of Pacific island customs and the potlatch of the Pacific Northwest, 
Mauss asserts a triple obligation in gift cultures: to give, to receive, and to reciprocate. Failure to 
meet the obligations produces the natural (not humanly coerced) consequences that relationships 
are damaged, fertility is reduced, life is diminished. Instances of circle exchange involving at least 
three participants are most parallel to the dynamics of vocation. A hunter receives from the forest 
the gift of game; the hunter passes this gift along to the priest; the priest returns the gift by making 
a sacrifice to the spirit of the forest. Thus the power of the gift is continued in its circulation. 
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While some circle exchanges involve only human participants, the example of the forest, the 
hunter, and the priest suggests what takes place in Christian vocation. God's saving grace comes to 
the believer as a gift that transforms earthly things such as talents, resources, and position into gifts 
to be given to the neighbor whose gratitude for them will ascend to God. God would care for these 
neighbors in any case, but in this way the believer participates in God's will as well as praying that 
the divine Kingdom would come on earth. The second giving, to meet the neighbor's need, is a 
response to God's first eternal gift and it requires careful attention to one's earthly neighborhood 
and one's place in it. By tending the trees, shipping the fruit, and baking it into banana-bread we 
carry out God's will that all should be fed. The gift moves in circles. The way God cares for each of 
us is through the neighbor who feeds us both bread and all that is needed for this life. 
Like the foolish virgins waiting for the bridegroom, few of us can maintain such careful atten-
tion long, particularly if we endeavor to do so alone. The Hebrews had Moses to instruct them; the 
third daughter had the birds to help her; Harriet Vane had scholars of Oxford to guide her. Even 
having "broken all her old ties and half the commandments" Harriet ventures back to Oxford secure 
that once achieved her identity as Scholar; Master of Arts; Domina; Senior Member of this Univer-
sity is "inalienable." In Oxford, surrounded by others who share this identity, she recognizes her 
"proper job" and allows herself a complete life. We too require aid from the community of saints as 
we discern the best use to be made of our earthly gifts in response to the needs around us. 
The community of saints surrounds us in many forms. Members of local congregations worship 
together week after week; they provide instruction about the scriptures for children and adults; 
they draw one anothers' attention to needs in their community and around the globe; they recog-
nize and call out the talents of their youth. At church-related colleges students are equipped to use 
their talents; their vision is enlarged; their ability to hear the world's needs is sharpened; and their 
powers of discernment are honed. In congregations, at colleges, at camps, and elsewhere the com-
munity cultivates habits of being that are appropriate to the identity its members share and that 
issue in good fruit. Habits of being, what are often labeled practices, issue from the being God gives, 
they do not generate it or earn it. Rather they direct being into doing. 
Likely such habits and the virtues that are their fruits do not issue in a detailed plan of action or 
instructions for decision making. Indeed, Luther's teaching about vocation appears to render such 
pondering pointless. If we simply attend to the neighbor close to us in this place today-to the 
responsibilities of being child or parent, co-worker, friend and citizen-time will be too short and 
resources too few. The rain certainly falls on all fields without regard to the farmer's worthiness or 
the soil's quality. Nonetheless, we are often faced with decisions, as Harriet was, about which task 
to take on, which skill to improve, which commitment to make, which neighbor to answer. In these 
instances both the teaching about vocation and the consolation of the community guard against bad 
choices and encourage good ones. 
Harriet Vane's case may serve as an illustration. Sayers identified three problems that drive the 
plot in Gaudy Night: 1) the mischief at Somerville; 2) Harriet's troubled relationship with Lord 
Peter Wimsey whose earlier intervention had prevented her conviction for murder and who now 
proposes to her regularly; and 3) the emotional and material consequences of professional integrity. 
The third problem is raised most directly by the action prompting the college mischief; however, it 
also provides the background for the book's consideration of "one's proper job" more generally 
and in specific instances such as the lives of other alumnae and of the dons. Harriet confronts 
issues of identity and meaning both in her work and in her relationship with Peter as well as in the 
connection between the two. 
Admittedly vocational teaching was of little use in resolving the first question-who did it-
though of some value in understanding why. Harriet's relationship with Peter, marred by mistakes 
on both sides, is eased by the realization that the past does not define the future. Forgiveness makes 
second chances possible, though Sayers does not put the matter in quite so explicitly Christian 
terms. Moreover, the relationship is given its proper penultimate place when personal affections 
and professional integrity are recognized as flowing out of identity rather than establishing it. So 
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too this right ordering of being and doing provides the basis for tempering integrity with the quality 
of mercy. In the novel, Miss Lydgate is presented as the one whose commitment to scholarly stan-
dards would have been followed by attention to the consequence. 
More generally the community may help guard against the human propensity to self-deception 
as well as identifying our gifts and others' needs. With the aid of community we may avoid decisions 
that are wrongly motivated, actions that are efforts to attract God's favor rather than response to 
divine gift or that turn God's gifts into idols rather than masks that present God to us. Having 
observed such idolatry in relationships, when a person becomes one's "job," Harriet long was wary 
of agreeing to marry Peter. Such consultation also may alert us when our actions diminish life rather 
than sustaining it. When she revives her sisters, the third daughter in the Scottish tale demonstrates 
how faithful receiving turns to giving that increases life for others. In the same way faithful receiving 
of eternal grace turns to sharing temporal gifts with the neighbor with the result that earthly life is 
sustained and perhaps that the neighbor will recognize God behind the masks of our actions. 
"Something is your vocation if it keeps making more of you." Contemporary novelist Gail 
Godwin puts these words in the mouth of Margaret, the clerical protagonist of Evensong. This is 
true: responding to God's call does increase one's own life as well as spreading life. However, voca-
tion is no guarantee of perpetual happiness. Margaret's own story demonstrates that relationships 
and other responsibilities that come with vocation can be constraining and unpleasant. In 
responding to our vocation we meet the cross which drives us back to Christ. In our efforts to be 
faithful in service we enter the refiner's fire that purifies and strengthens our gifts. The station to 
which we are called can function like a trellis that holds up a tender plant so that it may blossom 
and bear fruit. Being a parent, for example, calls us to patience we have lacked. Our vocation is 
both immediate, giving meaning in the present, and unfolding, giving direction to the future. 
Suggesting that the Bible is "a record of a people keeping track of their relationship with God 
over a very long time," Margaret comments on this unfolding. "The amazing thing is, this constant 
accounting of yourself to an unseen other does make you change and grow. Sooner or later you 
become more conscious of what you're doing. People go through some pretty awful stages as they 
fumble toward what they're meant to be. As you put it, cruel and whiny. It takes a long while to 
complete the transformation from 'eye-for-an-eye' sandbox whiner into a loving person ... " ( 76). 
In view of gift culture it might described as a transformation from "eye-for-an-eye" score-keeper 
into generous receiver and giver of gifts. 
The community participates as we account for ourselves, corporately and individually "to an 
unseen other." The accounting is part of discerning meaning in the immediate ways that our identity 
is lived out in our action and of finding direction as the future unfolds. The film "Toy Story II" pro-
vides a final example. Woody, the toy cowboy, is kidnapped by a toy collector who intends to sell him 
to a Japanese museum as part of a vintage set that includes Jessie, his cowgirl counterpart. Woody's 
friends courageously travel from their owner's house across town to rescue him. Their arrival offers 
Woody two legitimate options: by staying put he will give pleasure to hundreds of museum goers; by 
returning to the playroom he will maintain his old friendships and give pleasure to one boy. 
Two things about his deliberation are significant to our concerns. First, Woody's consideration 
is profoundly informed by Buzz Lightyear's testimony. Buzz speaks back to Woody what Woody 
taught him in the previous movie about being a toy. By reiterating their shared understanding of 
that identity he helps Woody determine what to do. Action flows from being. Second, when the toys 
depart for home Jessie goes with them. Woody's faithful response to his calling has given her a new, 
more authentic life. It is not the new life of salvation that only God gives, but surely it is analogous 
to daily bread: to food and clothing, home, an orderly community, a good name, and true friends 
and neighbors. 
Daily bread is the heart of vocation. Scrubbing floors, writing books, or tilling the earth, as family, 
friends, or citizens: the proper job God's gift of grace calls us to do is sharing the gifts of daily bread 
with one another and returning the gift of gratitude to God who is the source of every good gift. f 
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The Actor in Three Movements 
possession humiliation service 
John Steven Paul 
M y topic lot this aftemoon is the actot. This is one of those topics likely to ptnmpt 
the dreaded retort from a graduate school professor who says in response to a dissertation proposal 
"that's not a topic, son, that's a library, or a field," or something like that. But I'm not going to talk 
about the field of acting but the process. I'm going to talk about actors, many of whom it has been 
my good fortune, or bad fortune, to know over the years. So, when I speak of actors I have some 
particular faces in mind and some particular bodies, and some particular movements. 
One cannot talk about the actor without talking about movement. There is, indeed, no more 
damning criticism one can deliver regarding an actor than that he or she acts "from the neck up;" 
that is, without involving the whole body. For the great acting teacher Stanislavski, freedom of 
movement is the one quality above all else that sets great actors apart from the rest. Aristotle, in the 
first extended commentary of the theatre in the West, defined the form itself as the imitation of an 
action moving from beginning through middle to end. So, I will speak today about three kinds of 
theatrical movement referring to them as "over and back," "up and down," and "in and out." 
Everything I say today and much of what I have read and thought and written about actors 
reflects my personal fascination with a seeming paradox identified in a book that I first read as a stu-
dent at Valparaiso University in 1970. Early in The Seven Ages of the Theatre, historian and anthro-
pologist Richard Southern writes about the way in which a "shrewd man" at a tribal gathering feels 
a great two-fold opportunity: 
The opportunity to take the power of a gathering to oneself and to dominate; this is a proud and 
selfish motive, and it is a very characteristic of a player to show himself off. Or the opportunity to 
give, to seize the power of a gathering to convey to them . . . what? A vestige of a godhead. This, curi-
ously, is a very humble motive; and even more curiously it is equally characteristic of the player-to 
give of himself without return [italics mine]. Thus, we have the roots of the player's two major char-
acteristics; his selfishness and his generosity. (27) 
Taking and giving. Pride and humility. I have long observed and wondered at the co-existence of 
those two characteristics in actor after actor-professionals or students. But, this afternoon, I can 
say with Hamlet,"This was sometime a paradox but now the time gives it proof" (III.i.l13). My 
observations on the actor in three movements are something of a report on the way in which time 
has proved this paradox true. I would like to begin by returning to a phrase in that passage from 
Richard Southern in which he suggests that the actor conveys something to his tribe; that is, the ves-
tige of a godhead. 
i. over and back: possession 
The first movement-let's call it over and back-has been suggested by playwright, actor, and 
theorist David Cole. Cole understands the actor's process to be a spiritual journey akin to the travels 
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of a shaman who is sent from his community to the illud tempus, i.e., the time of origins, the period 
of Creation and just after, when gods walked the earth, men visited the sky, and the great archetypal 
events of myth-war in heaven, battles with monsters, the Quest, the Flood, the Fall-took place. 
Genesis, the Epic of Gilgamesh, and Greek mythology are familiar portrayals of the world in illo 
tempore, "in those days" (7). 
But, for Cole, the actor is not only a shaman, the traveler to the illud tempus but also a 
"hungan," the Haitian term for the priest of a possession cult. The hungan, like the shaman, seeks 
nearness to the gods, but, seeks further to be possessed by a god, surrendering himself to be a vehicle. 
Then, the hungan makes a return journey from the illud tempus back to the community. Once back, 
the gods make themselves present to the community in the form of the possessed priest. 
Cole likens the shamanic spiritual journey and hunganic return to the movement of the actor. 
He insists that this is not merely a matter of metaphor. In Cole's words, "The actor trained in the 
Stanislavski method in rehearsal and pre-performance exercises goes in search of particular uncon-
scious impulses in order that he may be, at a certain moment, possessed by them" (55). And, at the 
furthest point in that journey, the actor is possessed, in effect, by the spirit of the character. Cole 
calls this moment of transformation from shaman to hungan "the rounding." 
Now transformed, the actor-hungan returns to convey to the community what Richard 
Southern calls "the vestige of the godhead" now embedded in the form of a character such as Medea, 
or Romeo, or Hedda Gabler or Willy Loman and embodied by the actor. If the actor has been suc-
cessful in his trip to "in those days" and has returned possessed by the character, the audience finds 
itself bathed in the light of the illud tempus, the fictive world from which the actor has returned. 
This is the unique glory of the live and living theatre. 
It is thrilling to be in the presence of an actor who has traveled to and returned possessed from 
the illud tempus. We pay lots of money and travel long distances to see this rounding accomplished. 
It is this kind of transformation that wins actors the "money reviews" from critics and kudos from 
audiences. If the actor does not make the illud tempus present for us, we feel gypped. 
There is a darker side to this journey as well. The actor-shaman has quite intentionally made 
the journey seeking to be possessed, to use Cole's vocabulary. The rounding comes at the point, 
after much work on the actor's part, at which the character finally takes over, possessing the actor, 
rendering him a mere vehicle. And, having surrendered the self to the character, the actor's own 
self is, at least temporarily, set aside, lost, obliterated. The same audience that desires the actor's 
mysterious and thorough transformation points the accusing finger and asks with Hamlet as he 
stares at the Player who has just brought the grieving Queen Hecuba to life in front of him: "is it 
not monstrous?" 
In his recent memoir, What I Think I Did the novelist Larry Woiwode reflects on his brief career 
as an actor. He writes " .. .I've learned the more I enter a character, the more difficult it is to locate 
myself afterward and I feel so displaced by the give-and-take I sometimes wonder whose mind I'm 
in. Acting is easier than writing but the aftermath I do not relish" (182). This is the price to be paid 
for possession. Did you notice Woiwode's off-handed use of the phrase "give-and-take"? 
It is, no doubt, the actor's peculiar quest for total self-transformation that is the source of what 
Jonas Barish has called "the anti-theatrical prejudice." By this he means that actors, at least since 
Roman times, have been suspected and despised by their very fans and devotees because the truth of 
their art would seem to lie in its very falseness. This truth runs from earliest times to the most 
recent, as Barish notes first that the great Roman actor Roscius' acting was said to be "truer" than 
that of his fellows precisely in the degree in which it [was] more false, more faithful to the character 
being portrayed which [was] not Roscius' own, and then quotes Laurence Olivier's pithy "all acting 
is lying ... and good acting is good lying"(Barish 56). 
It is profoundly unsettling to be in the presence of an accomplished actor. Once a mother of a 
student who had made the actor's journey over and back with rare efficacy said to me "I've never 
seen her do anything like that; I didn't know it was her; I wouldn't have said that was my daughter." 
On Mother's face was a look of mingled pride, puzzlement, and trepidation. 
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In Sidney Pollack's 1981 film, "Tootsie," the male actor Michael Dorsey transforms himself into 
the female character Dorothy Michaels. Sitting within inches of his manager at a banquet in The 
Russian Tea Room, Michael, acting "Dorothy," momentarily drops the role and speaks to his man-
ager with his normal voice and manner: "George, it's your favorite client." The manager looks at the 
actor with a mixture of shock, repulsion, and pity, "Michael, I begged you to get some therapy." 
We may well want to keep people capable of making such transformations at arm's length. 
Why? Is it because we believe, with Olivier, that all acting is a species of lying, and that we don't 
want to be associated with liars, at least not professional ones; or is it that we fear being too close to 
one possessed, too close to the godhead's vestige, fearing that we might be destroyed? Or is it simply 
that when actors are not "on" they so often seem, in Woiwode's sense, sadly "displaced?" 
ii. up and down: humiliation 
But, before we become depressed and consider changing our majors, if not our fields, let's turn 
from over and back to a second movement. We'll call this one up and down. Recall Richard 
Southern's words about the one who stands up in the tribal gathering to take the energy of the gath-
ering to himself: "this is a proud and selfish motive, and it is a very characteristic of a player to show 
himself off." By the way, my students know this well and call it the"Center of Attention Syndrome." 
But this showing off- this being up and on-is the culmination of a longer process that begins by 
going downward. 
It is at this point that I want to introduce Konstantin Stanislavski into this discussion. 
"Stanislavski" was the stage name of Konstantin Sergeyevich Alexeyev. Born in 1863, the son of a 
wealthy Russian industrialist, he had a successful career as an actor before teaming with Vladimir 
Nemirovich-Danchenko to form the Moscow Art Theatre in 1898. It was the M.A.T. that pre-
sented the original productions of Chekhov's major works: The Seagull in 1898, The Three Sisters 
in 1901, and The Cherry Orchard in 1904. 
But by the summer of 1906, Konstantin Stanislavski had reached a point of crisis. Chekhov 
had died in 1904, as had the Moscow Art Theatre's principal financial backer Morozov. A recent 
production of a play and a promising experimental studio venture had failed. The revolution of 
1905-06 made theatrical production in Moscow difficult if not impossible. While taking a summer 
rest in Finland, the forty-three-year-old actor realized he had lost his zest for acting. Stanislavski 
was frustrated by the elusiveness of inspiration. He located his dissatisfaction in his inability to 
put himself into a creative state of mind, especially when playing the same role repeatedly. An 
accomplished and celebrated actor in mid-career, Stanislavski had now to search for a reliable and 
repeatable way to create "the life of the human spirit" and to present that creation on stage in an 
artistic form. Years later, in his book My Life in Art, Stanislavski remembered that summer of dis-
content: 
Why was it then that the more I repeated my roles the more I sunk backward into a stage of fossiliza-
tion? Examining my past, step by step, I came to see clearer and clearer that the inner content which was 
put into a role during its first creation and the inner content that was born in my soul with the passing of 
time were as far apart as the heaven and the earth. Formerly all issued from a beautiful, exciting, inner 
truth. Now all that was left of this truth was its wind-swept shell, ashes and dust that struck the niches of 
the soul due to various accidental causes, and that had nothing in common with true art. (459) 
The key or the "pivot" of what would come to be called the Stanislavski system is the entrance 
or the way from the conscious to the sub-conscious, and Stanislavski's first discoveries all relate in 
some way to the problem of the entrance to the "temple," that is, the creative state of mind. Once 
inside, "Nature ... will [herself] take a hand in whatever the actor is doing on stage, with the result 
that the subconscious and even inspiration will be given a chance of asserting themselves." But too 
often, "private worries, petty resentments, successes or failures" block the entrance to the creative 
state of mind. This is, indeed, the normal state of mind, but from it, there must be a way to enter 
the creative state of mind where the creation of the human spirit of the role could be accom-
plished. How then could this entrance be found? 
By the time he returned from Finland to Moscow in the fall Stanislavski had determined to dis-
cover the technical means whereby he could, at will, "enter the temple of that spiritual atmosphere 
in which alone the sacrament of creative art is possible." From these discoveries would emerge a 
system that would eventually transform the art of acting in the twentieth century. It is not my pur-
pose here to recount this system in full, but rather to look more closely at one aspect of it. (For an 
illuminating study of this material, see David Magarshack's Stanislavski on the Art of the Stage.) 
For our purposes today, let me simply note that for the basis of his system and the language with 
which to articulate it, Stanislavski turned to his own experiences and the notebooks on them that he 
had kept diligently throughout his own acting career. Thus Stanislavski locates the basis of his 
system in his theatrical formation. I would like to suggest that Stanislavski's religious formation in 
the Russian Orthodox Church was also an important source of ideas for his famous system. 
It cannot be said with certainty that young Konstantin Alexeyev grew up in the church. But, the 
Russian Orthodox church was certainly a significant ingredient in "the full cup of life" from which 
this second son of a wealthy textile manufacturer and merchant drank. Religion, art, and com-
merce were pillars of the culture. Icons hung everywhere on the walls of the Alexeyev house. The 
church is prominent in the collection of childhood memories. Priests appear frequently in 
Stanislavski's memory as common threads in the social fabric of Old Russia and, also, as the new 
Russia that was about to be born. Throughout his massive and complex memoir, memories of wor-
ship and ordinary life give evidence that the observances of Russian Orthodoxy provided 
Stanislavski with images for ordering life. Holidays, for example, began with church: 
rising early (one must make the best of that); then there is the long period of standing, the tasty holy 
wafer, the winter sun warming us through the cupola and gilding the iconostasis, around us the people in 
their holiday best, loud singing, and before us a day full of joy. (My Life, 39) 
Anyone who regularly attended masses in Moscow would have been steeped in the concept of 
kenosis, a fundamental construct and traditional theme in Russian Orthodox Christianity. The 
word kenosis refers to the "emptying" which Saint Paul ascribes to the Christ in Philippians 2:7 
where Christ is said to have emptied himself of divinity in order to assume the form of a servant. 
Paul writes: 
Do nothing from selfish ambition or conceit but in humility regard others as better than yourselves. 
Let each of you look not to your interests, but to the interests of others. Let the same mind be in 
you that was in Christ Jesus, who, though he was in the form of God, did not regard equality with 
God as something to be exploited, but emptied himself, taking the form of a slave, being born in 
human likeness. (2:3-7) 
"In Russian theology," writes Stephen Cassedy, "[kenosis] serves as a sort of negative corollary 
to incarnation;" that is, in order to be incarnated as a human being, the Christ had first to empty 
himself of divinity. To be flesh, to be material, is thus to be distant from the divine. 
According to Cassedy, the term, "kenosis" was introduced in the nineteenth century but reli-
gious historian G.P. Fedotov traces the tradition of "kenoticism" in Russian orthodoxy to the time 
and theology of St. Theodosius, the founder of Russian monasticism in Kiev in the eleventh cen-
tury. Theodosius, the third saint canonized by the Russian Church, has become known as "the dis-
ciple of the humiliated Christ." For Theodosius, kenosis was a process that began with the incarna-
tion, Christ's assumption of the form of the servant, and was completed up on the cross where his 
humiliation was complete. 
Pauline "emptying" resonates with particular emphasis when we place it side by side with the 
problem on which Stanislavski began to work in 1906; how can the actor enter the creative state of 
mind at will. In My Life in Art, Stanislavski envisions the actor's self as full: full of the preoccupa-
tions of daily life, full of pretensions, full of bad habits and the residue of other roles. It is the actor's 
self that is both primary obstacle and, paradoxically, the primary resource. In System and Methods 
of Creative Art, Stanislavski prescribes "self-renunciation" as part of the process of transformation: 
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The first thing an actor must do on entering the rehearsal room is to shed all the ties that bind him 
to his private life . .. There is only one difference between a good and a bad actor: the ability or 
inability to renounce his ego, to concentrate the whole of his attention on what is taking place in 
himself and those who are admitted to his circle, and the degree of the total bestowal of all his 
powers on the transient "now ... " (System, 150-151) 
Having renounced ego, the actor, now in a state of calm, begins the work of giving life to the 
new self, the character to be created. Having "emptied the self," we may say, of those elements 
noxious to creativity, the actor begins the series of exercises-relaxation, concentration, atten-
tion, imagination, etc.-that will enable the actor to create the life of the human spirit of the role. 
Note that I do not say "a new self." Stanislavski does not seem ever to speak of the rebirth of the 
self. Indeed he always wanted his actors to be themselves and to show themselves, but selves freed 
of the concerns of life outside the role and in the creative "mood." Not coincidentally, 
Stanislavski's second book (the English translation of which is An Actor Prepares) is entitled, in 
Russian, An Actor's Work on Himself. 
A consideration of kenosis leads to other insights into Stanislavski's assumptions about theatre 
art. For example, in his essay on the Russian Orthodox theologian P.A. Florensky, Florensky and the 
Celebration of Matter, Cassedy explores the concept of kenosis as it relates to icons. Recall that 
Christ's incarnation required emptying himself of divinity to take on the material form of a servant 
on earth. Cassedy writes: 
The status of icons in the Eastern Church is another example of the tradition status of matter in 
Orthodox theology. Icons are material objects bearing visual representations of various holy 
beings. The proper attitude [for the Russian Orthodox faithful] is one that stems from looking 
beyond the physical icon to something infinite and invisible that lies beyond it. The wood and 
paint are matter; our awareness of what the icon stands for, its infinite and invisible prototype, is 
the essential component of our experience of it. The material icon simply points to something that 
is entirely immaterial. (96) 
For Stanislavski, the primary aim and achievement of theatre art was the creation of the life of 
the human spirit. One of the means whereby the actor could create such a life was the stage setting, 
the material objects on stage. Unlike Emile Zola and other Naturalists, who sought to reproduce 
copies of physical environments on stage, Stanislavski was only interested in the material set as a 
pathway to the immaterial. Like an icon, the set, made of wood, and paint, and fabric, points the 
actor to something that is entirely immaterial or spiritual. If the set, for whatever reason, was 
unable to stimulate the feelings of the actor, it was of relatively little use to Stanislavski. 
Finally, a consideration of kenosis and the kenotic tradition leads us through the spiritual to the 
ethical. For St. Theodosius, according to George Fedotov, Christ's kenosis, which reached its climax 
on the cross, has its practical expression in three Christian virtues: poverty, humility, and love. 
(128). Reference to these virtues leads us back to Paul's letter to the Philippians: "do nothing from 
selfish ambition or conceit, but in humility regard others as better than yourselves. Let each of you 
look not to your interests, but to the interests of others." 
Recall that Stanislavski's acting theory is directed primarily to the self of the individual actor 
and the challenge for that actor of creating the life of the human spirit. But it is the nature of the 
theatre art that several actors on simultaneously are creating lives simultaneously. Thus, the need 
for communication on stage among those actors is critical. Interestingly, in Sharon Carnicke's glos-
sary in Stanislavski in Focus, she asserts that the Russian word for interaction among scene partners 
and between actors and audience suggests "communion" Thus, once the actors had successfully 
focused concentration on themselves (and away from the audience) and were in the creative state, 
they had to convey or transmit their thoughts and feelings to others. This process involves transmis-
sion, awareness that the thoughts and feelings have been received by the partner, and finally being 
open to and even evoking reciprocal thoughts from the other. This matrix of transactions of 
thoughts and feelings is the foundation of the ensemble. 
"Such a process of stage communication," says Stanislavski, "is only possible if the actor suc-
ceeds in banishing all his own personal thoughts and feelings during the performance" (Magar-
shack, 59). This statement leads us back to kenosis, the emptying of the self, but also on to the 
reason for emptying: service to other actors and to theatre art itself. 
By the time he was writing My Life in Art in 1923, the sixty-year-old Stanislavski had had 
personal experience with poverty as well. The revolution had transformed him-lowered him-
overnight from a wealthy Muscovite to a pauper. As Sharon Carnicke writes, "once a dapper 
and elegantly dressed gentleman, Stanislavski now wore shabby clothes and a torn overcoat. 
When he reached Berlin, the first stop on that year's European tour he stayed in his hotel embar-
rassed to be out on the streets" (15). In those days, the man who had once been the toast of the 
Moscow theatre, may well have had a sense that he had "emptied himself." On the last page of 
his memoir Stanislavski casts himself in the role of a servant and benefactor, to his country and 
"to his heirs," to whom he could not will his labors, his quests, his losses, his disappointments, 
but only the few grains of gold "that it has taken me all my life to find. May the Lord aid me in 
this task!" 
iii. in and out: service 
Stanislavski's vision of himself as a servant leads me to my final movement, let's call it "in and 
out." And, for a metaphor of this movement I am entirely indebted to my friend David Kehret. Last 
December I asked Dave to say a few words to the members of the Soul Purpose liturgical drama 
troupe in response to the Gospel that had been read on the Sunday previous. The Gospel came 
from Luke 19; it is the story of the arrival of Jesus in Jerusalem on the day we now commemorate 
as Palm Sunday. As you will remember, there is much to do about donkeys in that story or "asses" 
as the King James Version has it. Jesus tells his disciples to go and find an ass for him to ride on into 
the city; the disciples do this and find that there is an ass exactly where Jesus said it would be and 
when they say, as instructed, "the Lord has need of it," the owner asks no further questions. The 
disciples put a cloak on the ass and set Jesus on it and the entry into Jerusalem, and, for Christians, 
the most significant week in the history of the world begins. 
But what has happened to those asses? Where is that ordinary, wonderful donkey which bore 
Jesus on its back? Gone. No doubt preparing or being prepared for further service. But thanks to 
that ass, Jesus was in Jerusalem and the world would be redeemed. This, Pastor Kehret said, is 
what the Soul Purpose actors do: many days of preparation, a hundred or two hundred mile trip 
into the midst of a church, bearing the Gospel, and then out of the church and gone to prepare and 
be prepared for further service. 
By the way, we call the Soul Purpose actors "Porpoises" for short (get it: Purpose=Porpoise) 
and Dave Kehret suggested that we might now call them Porp-asses! Well, I can play with words 
too, and all this talk about what we owe animals brings to mind Saint Francis of Ass-issi. And, you 
may know the acronym for Center of Attention Syndrome: yes, it's COAS (pronounced COH-ASS). 
But seriously, there is something asinine about being an actor. Who would, after all, choose to 
spend a life dressing up in funny clothes and playing out sad stories of the deaths of kings, or 
rehearsing the endless trivial variations on the theme of boy gets girl, or for that matter, re-enacting 
the story of God's plan to redeem the world? Only someone who doesn't mind ... actually kind of 
likes the idea of making an ass of himself. 
In closing I'll tell about a movement exercise that crystallizes the acting process for me: it's called 
"The Mirror." Two people, partners, "choose A & B." "N' becomes the actor and "B" the mirror. 
Now the first time you take students who do not know the exercise through it, what do you think 
happens? Predictable, right? "N' takes the lead and tries to "win;" that is, to make it difficult if not 
impossible for her partner to mirror her. But here's the goal of the exercise: that the partnership be 
moving in such perfect unison that an onlooker couldn't tell which was "N.' and which was "B." To 
achieve that goal, ''N.' cannot take the lead, rather ''N.' must give cues to "B." Try again. Begin, ''N.'; 
help your mirror to mirror you; ... now, without stopping, change leaders. This changing of leaders 
repeats a couple of times until finally the instruction to the partners is "keep moving, keep mir-
roring ... now no leader ... keep moving ... be sensitive to one another's cues." 
In this exercise, giving and taking, which Richard Southern views as two "curiously" different 
motives, have receded into a single, fluid movement. Or, perhaps the giving has superseded the 
taking. In either case, this kind of movement between actors is the building block of the ensemble 
that Stanislavski sought and a synecdoche for the community that all actors desire. f 
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I've Found My Voice, 
Now Please Let Me In The Choir 
David Wm. Gibson 
It's all quite simple. When I was twelve yea<S old, I was six feet tall and decided I wanted to be 
six foot ten and black. In fact, I once wrote a letter to Meadowlark Lemon, then the droop-faced • 
leader of the Globetrotters. "Would you consider me one day for the team?" I asked. And then, at 
the end a p.s., not wanting to deceive him, I told him I was whlte. 
I wanted to be six foot ten and black because Willis Reed was my hero, the awesome, quiet 
leader of the New York Knicks. He was not a trash talker like some of today's basketball heroes, but 
full of strength, poise, and "manhood" my recreation league coach told me. Willis's team depended 
upon him in the 1970 finals and he delivered, laying up his body for those now legendary moments 
in Madison Square Garden. His knee was throbbing with tendonitis, numb with cortisone. He sac-
rificed himself for his friends. I imitated his jump shot in the driveway for hundreds of hours: bend 
the knees, high overhead extension of the forearm with follow-through in the wrist placing a back-
spin on the ball. I'd sometimes imagine him hearing about me, a promising youngster then actually 
being compared to UCLA's Bill Walton. On my way home from school I'd imagine him there waiting 
to meet me, to congratulate me on the rewards of all the hard and long practices that were preparing 
me to be a pivot man, the center of the team. "Mr. Reed," I'd call out in that imagined meeting. And 
he'd invite me to call him Willis. 
I was a star freshman year. Every time I got the ball I could hear the cheerleaders sing, "David, 
David, he's our man. If he can't do it, nobody can!" That was until varsity year when all the other 
regional stars converged on the one galaxy that was Woodbridge Senior High School. I had stopped 
growing at six-foot-three. I was no longer the standout, and saw that I could not be. I quit the 
team; I made the excuse that my parents were divorcing, and I had to work. Facts that did not 
occur until a year later. 
In my bedroom I threw myself into the waiting arms of my secret love-books. I read all of 
James Baldwin. He pinched my ear and grabbed my angry-at-everything attention in Fire Next 
Time, and nearly drove me to despair with the great short story "Sonny's Blues." He helped me, in 
Giovanni's Room, to have compassion for that one boy all the jocks abused. In graduate school I lis-
tened to the heart of Jamaica Kincaid beat, from a distance, for her conflicted family; and Toni 
Morrison, in the dark of night, told me stories of black towns, black people in a white America; and 
through a course in Feminist Criticism, I sat, sometimes with my arms crossed, and listened to bell 
hooks stretch to grasp that light that she could only find after going through the darkness. I was 
drawn to black voices. They were soothing, knowing voices. However, the feminist voices of 
Annette Kolodny, Elaine Showalter and Adrienne Rich gave me the eyes and need for "revision," to 
go back and look at my own path and the path laid for me without my knowledge, without my per-
mission. 
I wondered if the other two men with me in that class were seeing what I was seeing. Not only 
in the information, but also in what it was doing to the women in the course with us. We did not 
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share their "ooh" and "aaahs," but recoiled as they exhaled the old, inhaled the new, and glanced in 
our direction. It was there that I learned about scholarship through the spectacles of "the invisible 
adversary" according to Helene Cixous; how the white patriarchy looked at literature, government 
and the Bible, and so much more, and told us in their words and from their doctrines what they 
were all about. It was there that I too began to peel away their identity, an identity subtly put upon 
me just as one was put upon Morrison and everyone else in America. I discovered I was a dinosaur, 
a white male, and I didn't need you to be one also. 
There is something transcendent in it all, from Willis Reed to bell hooks to Adrienne Rich. 
Something in their souls moaned, sang, shouted out to mine. Still sings. It was struggle. It was pur-
suing, desiring joy in the midst of a joyless place. It was grasping for hope in the center of a hopeless 
stage like an actor at that moment before he or she retrieves a forgotten line. It was the "keep on 
keepin' on" in the midst of the "go on." There was a blueness in the black authors that dripped into 
my ears and over my heart that made me say, "yes, yeah, that's it, I know that, I know what you 
mean." But how did I know? And when would I know how to put it into my own words? 
One day, bell hooks recounted in remembered rapture, she was ironing her father's clothes 
when her sisters began to verbally torment her. "That day I sat a hot iron on my arm I was ironing 
our father's pajamas. They were collectively mocking me. I asked them to leave me alone. I pleaded 
with them, 'Why can't I just be left alone to be me?' I did not want to be molded. I was something. 
And when the hot iron came down on my arm I did not feel it. I was momentarily carried away ... " 
Self-mutilation comes from a child having learned that inflicting harm on the body will release 
endorphins that will provide at least some temporary comfort. 
At that time in her life, the little girl who later called herself bell had lacked the words, the lan-
guage to access, connect with, and express what was going on inside of her, to herself or anyone 
else. All she could do was respond by placing the iron on her arm. When we are in pain (such as 
bell's emotional pain at the moment} we will turn to that which relieves our pain (for me it was 
alcohol and drugs), for bell it was self-abuse. The burning of the iron upon her skin, the rush of 
endorphins, provided her relief, an internal numbing against the external attack of the sisters. 
As did hooks, I grew up in an often abusive, stifling household where abuses were physical, 
emotional and verbal. When I was an adolescent my mother struggled with sobriety. Her physical 
abuse toward me was always while she was sober. When she was drunk, it was towards my father. 
She could at times be a rather public drunk. I remember one time, our neighbors the Gills, each of 
the family of five bringing lawn chairs onto their front porch to watch as the police and the first aid 
squad took my mother out of the house in a straightjacket. 
As a child, from my first social encounter and onward, I felt as different as a lemon in a pumpkin 
patch. I couldn't put my finger on it, but there was something in the other kids that filled me with 
fear. Then I discovered that it was not what was in them, but what was missing in me. The sadness 
that was on Meadowlark's face, the quietness of Willis Reed, the lone-ness in Morrison and Kinkaid, 
the pursuit of healing in hooks and the anger in Baldwin: I identified with all that. These were 
people I could be comfortable with. There was a place, I didn't know where it was, but I knew that 
there was a place I belonged. Somewhere in the midst of these people. 
In my mid-twenties I was struggling to finish the many writing projects I had begun while 
attempting to function in my work and relationships as an alcoholic. I learned that all the Pulitzer 
Prize winning American authors of fiction were alcoholic. I pondered this and decided that I ought 
to stop writing or I'd be doomed, but was as successful at that as I was at stopping drinking. How-
ever, the Divine would see fit to use every slow drip of experience, every strand of time and event in 
the vocal chords I was developing. 
I became clever with words and used them for evil as they were once used against me as a child. 
I remember struggling early in my marriage with great expectations of my wife cleaning and cooking 
as well as my mother, and she expecting me to provide as well as her father had. When she was 
unable to meet my demands and expectations I'd label her such things as "domestic cripple" and 
challenge her to "say something intelligent" as she was putting me through college. 
David Gibson tells us 
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I remember sitting at an A.A. meeting, six months, perhaps, clean and sober. A red-haired man, 
George 0., was celebrating twenty-five years sobriety. George's sponsor was the guest speaker. He 
had been around since the days of co-founder Bill W. The man told what it had been like, what hap-
pened and what it was like for him now. He was sober something like 35 years. Near the end he 
talked about all the blessings in his life. When he began to cry, I leaned over to another old timer 
and asked, "What's he crying for?" "Grateful," came the reply. Grateful. This man was crying tears 
of gratitude and I could not see them. I could not hear them. I had sunken into an abyss of self-pity. 
I was suffering from the deadly patriarchal disease of Terminal Uniqueness. I was deep in the midst 
of myself and I needed to get out. 
The most productive writing I had ever done was the year I wrote letters, at each day's end, to 
God. And sometimes it would seem as if God was right over my shoulder, responding to every sen-
tence. Not giving me answers, though sometimes, but rather giving me understanding. Here we 
would begin to dialogue and I would glimpse God's mind toward me, my hopes, my desires, my 
hurts and pains. The understanding was rich and full. I was blessed. And from time to time I cried. 
A few years later, sitting on a hillside watching my daughter play baseball, I watched a hot air 
balloon pass overhead, and heard in its whispered breaths of hot air, "rise, rise." I can only imagine 
what the voice of God sounded like to Adam and Eve when God asked, "Where are you?" God 
knows where I am. The challenge for each one of us is to locate ourselves. The question comes in 
words, and so too the answer. 
Here I am. Forty years old. Now, with more education, a theologian. And yet I still don't fit in. 
I am a Christian on the threshold of a post-Christian society. I am a white male, displaced in a multi-
cultural America. I am clergy with tattoos that offend some, and a point of view radical to others. I 
am not radical as in liberal but radical in becoming, not recovering, but transforming, always 
entering, always exiting. I push myself towards a life on the margins of typical Christianity (Kathy 
Acker, the late, punk-lesbian-feminist-avantgarde-writer taught me that) so that I might see how it 
functions on the inside (and I haven't liked what I've seen). 
I have all these connections, yet I still can't make the team. Any team. I've finally come to a 
place in my life called humility, where I can be satisfied being one among many, and nobody wants 
me. Ironically it is in seeing where I stand that I find my voice. No, accept my voice. The hell with it, 
I have decided, I'm not going to edit myself for anyone ever again. I'm going to write it as I've been 
given eyes to see it, ears to hear it, a soul to feel it. I trust myself today. I trust this voice. I even like 
this voice. I am a creator of the Creator, becoming and discovering, transforming, always exiting, 
always entering. 
There is a white male tone of voice that is becoming extinct. Thank goodness. As for me, I've 
got this voice. It's a fine voice. And it wants to sing in the choir. James Baldwin said he had to get 
out of the pulpit to preach the Gospel. Make room, brothers and sisters, and please hand me a robe. 
I'm going to enter onto that holy ground. f 
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Still Waiting for the Light: 
The Sexual Revolution in America 
a review essay 
Agnes R. H award 
David Allyn. Make Love, Not War: The Sexual Revolution: An Unfettered History. Boston: 
Little, Brown and Company, 2000. 
D avid Allyn, who malls growing up long fascinated by the sexual revolution, was 
exactly right to perceive the need for a substantive, synthetic history of that movement. While 
numerous works assay aspects of this social transformation, the many facets and broad significance 
of it have awaited rigorous treatment. Unfortunately, such treatment still awaits. Instead of 
explaining why Americans embraced the sexual revolution and how it played out in culture and 
society at large, Allyn offers a catalog of taboo-breaking and sexual antics. The book's "unfet-
teredness" is first provocative, then tedious, and finally frustrating. Having carefully detailed the 
rise of topless bars, group marriage, porn-film festivals, and garden-variety sex-out-of-wedlock, 
the book offers little substantive analysis of the sexual revolution's enormous impact on individual 
and social experience. 
Addressing the whole sexual revolution poses problems of definition. Allyn's book brings 
together many varieties of newly liberated sex along with growing permissiveness in literature, art, 
theater, and film. This latter subtopic, charting the ebb of censorship and popularity of works like 
Naked Lunch and 0 Calcutta!, sometimes fits uncertainly with chapters focusing on sexual behavior. 
Trying to hold together all this material, Allyn frequently lapses into vagueness and overgeneraliza-
tion. This is apparent from the beginning when the author tries to assign Americans to sides in the 
revolution. He declares it a contest of "secular humanists" against the more tradition-minded, but 
never very clearly explains who belongs to these camps. At one point he marks the former as those 
who want to keep religion out of civil affairs, but that principle hardly explains the adventures of 
the lusty characters in the book. Sometimes the traditionalists seem to be the Religious Right writ 
large. Yet Allyn doesn't go out of his way to affix backwardness to Christians per se. One of his 
more interesting sections shows how willing liberal Protestants were to endorse extramarital sexu-
ality, as long as it was loving and consensual. 
Charting the march of sexual freedom, most chapters in the book assume the same formula. 
First, Allyn gives a brief, often simplistic summary of old beliefs or practices. For instance, his 
thumbnail sketch of the sexual "double standard" (the implicit approval of promiscuity for men but 
not women) notes the prevalence of this cultural trend among the ancients and declares that Chris-
tianity only reinforced it, "by glorifying Mary's virginity and demonizing Eve's eroticism." Second, 
he brings forward the liberated individuals, writers, or entrepreneurs who challenged the old ways. 
Finally, he shows how the new way was embraced by ordinary men and women. Having enjoyed the 
spotlight momentarily, each activity or social phenomenon simply takes its place in the chorus line 
of emancipation. Rarely does Allyn pause for extended analysis of a topic. 
The treatment of sexual activity among young women is paradigmatic. He credits Cosmopolitan 
editor Helen Gurley Brown for loosening things up, and the Pill for making possible no-strings-
attached sexuality. Giving examples of young women who appreciated their sexual freedom, the 
author hardly hints at the manifold difficulties the new permissiveness presented to women navi-
gating their way through dating and courtship. After condemning the pre-1960s "double standard" 
for allowing male sexual indulgence at women's expense, Allyn overlooks the ways the new freedom 
served male desire and male standards of sexual behavior-a consequence even basic textbook 
accounts of the sexual revolution cover more sensitively. Charting how colleges relaxed rules for 
female students, for instance, Allyn writes dismissively, '~dmittedly, female college students could 
no longer cite paternalistic parietal rules in fending off unwanted male sexual advances, but this was 
surely a meager price to pay." The only perspective that brings him to imagine the complications 
raised by these new mores comes from lesbians. Lesbians describe themselves as "relationship ori-
ented," and, in the words of the West Coast Lesbian Feminist Conference, more interested in "love, 
sensuality, humor, tenderness, strength, and commitment"-values one guesses heterosexual women 
also hoped to find. Though at points Allyn seems to be approaching a more nuanced reading of 
women in the sexual revolution, most pronouncements, like the paean he delivers to the year 1973, 
take the opposite tack. 1973 brought erotic writing from Nancy Friday and Erica Jong, topped off 
by Roe v. Wade: "The events of 1973 paved the way for a new era of personal autonomy, sexual self-
expression,and freedom from fear. At long last, a woman could, like a man, maximize her opportu-
nities for sexual satisfaction." 
The book lavishes attention on its subjects' sexual antics, but inadequately explains why people 
accepted, supported, participated in the revolution. At one level, Allyn must think this needs no 
complicated explanation: viewing sex as a basic biological impulse, he scarcely needs to invent rea-
sons why people would not want more of it. Yet he does argue that the movement was more than 
just widespread indulgence of desire, as his title insists. "Make Love, Not War" was the cry of anti-
war demonstrators, who saw broad brotherhood (and sisterhood) and free erotic expression as a 
political counter to violence. The movement for sexual freedom was always shot through with 
social and political overtones. But it requires a stretch of the imagination to impute these lofty 
motives to many of the personalities in the book, who seem, at best, to have been exploiting the 
high-minded campaign for free love to maximize and magnify copulating opportunities. 
Occasionally Allyn seems to favor an economic explanation for the sexual revolution, sug-
gesting that prosperous times encouraged men and women to be more adventurous, but the eco-
nomic downturn of the 1970s halted the revolution, because "Americans could no longer devote 
significant energy or time to sexual liberation." Holding deep suspicion of the market, he recog-
nizes the tension between the radical political agenda of the sexual revolution and the potentially 
liberating-but also potentially cheapening-rise of commercialized sex. He pronounces: "There 
is something remarkable about the fact that the most intense form of pleasure known to human 
beings is available to practically all of us any time of the day or night .... Yet we live in a society in 
which people feel compelled to spend vast sums on sex." Well might the reader share Allyn's dis-
gust at the way money is made from sexual appetites. The problem is that the commercialized sex 
Allyn disdains looks a lot like the liberating sex he holds up in the other chapters, and the charac-
ters in the book seem to like both kinds pretty well. Certainly Allyn doesn't supply readers with the 
means to make distinctions. The market doubtless exploited desires, but consumer demand was 
fueled, in part, by the logic of the sexual revolution itself. Having disconnected sex from marriage 
and childbearing, the sexual revolutionaries who tried to be naked and not ashamed found them-
selves naked and bored. Without its customary relational and emotional context, sex was surpris-
ingly uninteresting; the liberated, assisted by the market, had to take on new possibilities and new 
partners to keep it interesting. 
Allyn's thin explanation of why the sexual revolution took hold is more noticeable in the 
absence of substantive commentary from those who resisted it or simply sat it out. He gives atten-
tion to the infighting among those within the revolution, showing tension between heterosexuals 
and homosexuals, for instance. Otherwise, a few crabbed complaints come from unsympathetic 
moralist types, and feminists, particularly when overlapped with lesbians, are allowed to air what 
distresses them about the direction of sexual change. But even feminists forfeit much of their moral 
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capital, in the author's estimation, by opposing pornography so vigorously in the 1970s that some 
were even willing to league with the religious right in anti-porn campaigns. Beyond these limited 
points of dissent, the book presents no critical perspective of sexual liberation as it took shape. 
Some of the most substantial consequences of the sexual revolution get passing treatment; 
some are neglected altogether. Allyn covers two enormous developments, the widening of divorce 
and abortion, rapidly in the last chapter: divorce is seen to remove impediments to individuals' 
sexual satisfaction, and abortion predictably appears as another step advancing women's reproduc-
tive freedom. In the epilogue, Allyn admits that these decades of liberation were not so great for 
children. But he is so careful not to sound judgmental that he does not specify what harm was done 
them: "I don't want to suggest that children were necessarily 'damaged' by their parents' sexual 
lifestyles. Contrary to popular wisdom, there is no scientific evidence to support the premise that 
children can only survive in heterosexual, monogamous unions." There is, however, lots of evi-
dence about the damage done by the breakdown of those unions. Family disintegration dealt chil-
dren a range of ill effects, loosed men from social expectations of fidelity and fatherhood, and left 
women-especially poor women-to bear some of the heaviest burdens. Since disentangling sex 
from marriage was central to the sexual revolution, a history of the movement must seriously 
reckon with its impact on families. 
Noting Americans' continued ambivalence about sex, Allyn judges the sexual revolution a 
peculiarly American phenomenon. It was not. Although these changes worked out in their own 
specific ways on these shores, the overturning of sexual mores was part of a common trend across 
the western world, a trend that Francis Fukuyama recently examined in The Great Disruption. In 
the United States as elsewhere, the sexual revolution had an enormous impact on courtship pat-
terns, family composition, child rearing, and the involvement of the state in these matters. Without 
placing the sexual revolution in the context of its consequences, Allyn's story is provocative at 
points but narrow in its scope, perhaps more an artifact of the sexual revolution than a satisfying 
appraisal of it. f 
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SKETCHING DOVES DURING WAR 
after Henri Cartier-Bresson 
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it could be worse: a midwestern theology 
Thomas C. Willadsen 
Sometimes it takes an outsider to help one 
see oneself clearly. I grew up in Peoria, Illinois, 
butt of jokes and test market for the world. 
When bad things happen in Peoria, Illinois, we 
respond, in true Midwestern fashion, by saying, 
"Well, it could be worse." Here's how it works: 
When you drop a casserole on the kitchen 
floor, you're thankful that the kitchen is not car-
peted (if the kitchen is carpeted, you're thankful 
that it's not shag carpeting); 
When cancer is diagnosed, you're grateful 
that it has not metastasized to the lungs or brain 
or liver, or whatever organ is yet untouched; or 
you're relieved by the potential for radiation or 
chemotherapies; or you're thankful that the 
patient "went quickly" or that his affairs were 
in order. 
Stock market crash? At least we have our 
health. 
And so it goes in the Midwest. We live not 
by "thesis-antithesis-synthesis," but by 
"cloud-silver lining-gratitude." 
I thought everyone had this world view until 
my freshman year in college. There the housing 
office had the wisdom to force my horizons to 
expand by assigning me a roommate from-
gasp-California! Once when I sought to com-
fort him by saying, "Well, Gary, it could be 
worse," he shot back, "It can always be worse, 
what matters is the pain we feel now." Whoa. 
"Could it really always be worse?" I thought. 
'~d isn't he being a little over dramatic with this 
'pain we feel now' nonsense? Maybe he's a Com-
munist." (It was the early '80s and I was naive.) 
Maybe his outsider's perspective helped me 
see myself more clearly. 
I graduated, having been exposed to other 
novel worldviews and moved to New York City 
where I took a job with the Department of City 
Planning. (Originally I had hoped for a place in 
the Department of Graft and Corruption, but 
the plum internships were reserved for people 
not from Peoria, Illinois.) 
On my return to Peoria, people laughed that 
New York would even have a Department of 
City Planning. New York is big and has lots of 
foreigners, it is therefore chaotic, dangerous and 
evil; all Peorians know that. I learned to respond 
to questions about city planning in New York by 
saying, "Yeah, it's like putting out the Chicago 
Fire with a seltzer bottle." 
In more honest moments I marveled that 
over 7 million people could live in relative peace 
together. New York is a place where there is no 
majority, everyone's a minority! In my office of 
ten employees, I was one of two Protestants. I'm 
pretty sure I was the only WASP on my floor, yet 
we did our work; the city functioned. It was the 
most exciting year of my life. It could have been 
much worse. 
I moved from New York to Chicago to 
attend seminary. During a summer of Clinical 
Pastoral Education (CPE), I learned to be a 
"non-anxious presence" for the hospital 
patients I served as chaplain. I learned not to 
tell them what they were feeling, to let them 
set the agenda for our visits and not, above 
everything else, to say things like, "Well, it 
could be worse." 
"Don't minimize their pain!" my colleagues 
told me. "Don't use humor to distance yourself 
from your patients!" 
"What else is there?" I wondered. I could not 
think of anything, so a decade before Bill Clinton 
thought of it, I spent a silent summer staying 
close to my patients and feeling their pain. 
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Lately I have discovered that parish ministry 
is not like CPE. I do not have colleagues second-
guessing and analyzing my every sentence. 
Today I visit real people, people with whom my 
relationship will last more than the few days of a 
typical hospital stay. And here in Oshkosh, Wis-
consin, people are forever saying "It could be 
worse." And I find myself agreeing with them. 
You should too. 
I did an experiment recently, I asked the 
facilitators in a divorce support group that my 
church hosts: "What's the worst thing that could 
happen at a meeting?" They thought of people 
showing up drunk or on drugs and people get-
ting into arguments during small group sharing 
time. There was a silence, then one of them 
asked, "Tom, what do you think the worst thing 
would be?" 
"I've got it narrowed to two-you people 
have zero imagination," I began. "Either a flash 
fire races through the building leaving me the 
only survivor and I've got to track down dental 
records for everyone, or-a group of Uzi-toting 
neo-Nazis comes in and strafes every room of 
the church." 
In my opinion, these would be worse. 
(Looking back, I'm pretty sure this was one of 
the weeks I tried to kick caffeine.) 
Try this: the next time someone says, "Well, 
it could be worse," add a dozen Uzi-toting neo-
Nazi skinheads to the scenario; they'll put the 
exclamation point on any catastrophe. And by 
imagining them, you can agree, in all sincerity, 
that it really could be worse. 
Sometimes I fight the prevailing theology. I 
ask my parishioners if it brings them any com-
fort when someone tells them that their situa-
tion could be worse. Sometimes it does, usually 
they just make an allowance, knowing the 
person who said it was trying to be helpful. Even 
talking to my next door neighbor about the 21% 
turnout for a recent local election gave me a 
chance to witness against the norm. 
"Right, the turnout could have been 11% or 
1%. I mean, if can always be worse, but don't 
you think more people should take an interest?" 
I wondered. But I am swimming against the tide 
here and I know it. 
Lately, events in my community have started 
me believing that there are worse things to say 
than "It could be worse." 
Last December 16 a forgotten railcar on 
Oshkosh's southside started to leak, the 
Oshkosh Northwestern, December 24, 2000, 
picks up the story: 
One false move last weekend could have suffo-
cated all of Oshkosh with a toxic cloud of sul-
phur dioxide and hydrogen sulfide, doing much 
more harm than forcing southsiders out of their 
homes. Only a few needed medical treatment. 
There were no deaths-mostly tense moments. 
And almost everyone agrees it could have been 
far worse. 
Later in December the Northwestern selected 
Darrin Charles as the Oshkosh Northwestern 
Newsmaker of the Year. Mr. Charles was in the 
middle of his senior year at Oshkosh North High 
School. He had been selected the state's high 
school football player of the year by the Associ-
ated Press, after leading North to the state foot-
ball championship. He described growing up in 
St. Paul, Minnesota this way: "I remember 
walking home one time, and there was a gang 
fight across the street. Things could have been 
so much worse, I'm just thankful that my mom 
made the decision to leave and come here." 
[Oshkosh Northwestern, December 31, 2000] 
On Monday June 11, a powerful windstorm 
blew through our area. It was more destructive 
than the Tornado of '74. Streets were blocked 
by downed trees and power lines were down on 
virtually every block of the city. For two weeks 
following the storm wherever two or more 
Oshkovites were gathered, talk turned to the 
storm: "When did your power come back? Did 
you have any damage? Did your sump pump 
kick in in time?" Our county was declared a fed-
eral disaster area. No one died in the storm; 
there was not a single injury. 
It could have been worse. 
Early on the Thursday morning following 
the storm my son ran to me, "Daddy, there's a 
man walking in the garden!" 
"Is he wearing a metal hat?" 
"Yes." 
"Praise God!" 
"But Daddy he's crushing the plants!" 
"If that's the worst thing that happens 
because of the storm we should all be grateful." 
Our power was back in less than two hours. We 
were all grateful. 
I am convinced that the theology of the 
Midwest is rooted not only in our need to keep 
difficulties manageable, but also in our need to 
be grateful. We are determined to find some-
thing good, no matter how small, in every situa-
tion. So I suggest that Midwesterners declare the 
Chicago Water Tower to be our shrine. 
You know the story of the Water Tower: in 
October 1871, Mrs. O'Leary's cow kicked a 
lantern over and the city was destroyed by 
an enormous fire. It was either that or some 
shooting stars ignited the city during the course 
of a crippling drought. Anyway since most of the 
city's buildings were made of wood, most of the 
city was burned to the ground. The most promi-
nent building to survive was the Water Tower on 
North Michigan Avenue. Following the fire, 
people were able to find their way to the smol-
dering wreckage of their former homes by using 
the Water Tower as a landmark. To this day a 
plaque stands on the west side of the Water 
Tower, just south of the doors which reads: 
This water tower, completed in 1869 marks 
establishment of Chicago's second water 
works. Although most other buildings of 
pumping system were burned it stands as a 
principal memorial of 1871's great fire. 
Think how much worse the Chicago Fire 
could have been-there could have been no 
place to hang the plaque, no place for a memo-
rial to the biggest disaster in the city's history. 
There on North Michigan Avenue, dwarfed 
by the surrounding stores and highrises, amidst 
beds of tulips and dozens of wooden folding 
chairs (thoughtfully chained together), is a mon-
ument to everything that Midwesterners know 
to be true: It could have been worse. 
If the Chicago Water Tower is our shrine, 
Jack Pearson should be our poet laureate. His 
"Oda to Minnesota" not only captures the idio-
syncrasies of Minnesota speech, but also our 
native fatalism perfectly: 
28129 The Cresset Michaelmas l2001 
You know a guy could get discouraged. 
But we really can't complain. 
The tornado takes the house 
but the basement will remain. 
You gotta face the facts of life, 
that's just the way it is. 
A guy grows up, gets married. 
Then they have theirselves some kids. 
You retire, do some fishin' . 
Pretty soon you're in a hearse. 
But at least ya done it Lutheran ... 
I guess it could be worse! 
As I write this (August 13, 2001) the 
Chicago Cubs are clinging to a half game lead 
over the Houston Astros, by the time I email it 
to Indiana, I expect they will have plunged into 
second place. [They did, Tom, Astros 9-Cubs 5] 
We Cub fans are a special breed of Midwest-
erners: We not only know it could be worse, we 
are so convinced that the silver lining of a few 
months in first place precedes a catastrophic 
plunge to the nether regions of the Central Divi-
sion, that, as Mike Royko observed, we cry when 
things are good. I assure you, these are not 
happy tears, like those wept annually by Yankee 
fans, these are prescient tears, tears cried in 
advance of the sorrows which await us. 
People, friends, parishioners have asked me 
casually through the summer, "How are the 
Cubs doing?" and I've snarled things like, "I hate 
you!" "Can't you see my agony?" 
"But I thought they had a four game lead?" 
"Exactly." 
I put this column, and myself to bed, confi-
dent that in tomorrow's paper I will see that "my 
boys" have fallen out of first place for the first 
time since late May. Things will be familiar to 
me again. I won't snarl at my parishioners and 
my hopes for post season success in Chicago will 
be crushed. Again. But at least this is familiar ter-
ritory for me. 
It could be worse. f 
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to the reading room! 
Charles Vandersee 
Dear Editor: 
Two of the most distinctive books in the 
canon of American literature are William Carlos 
Williams' In the American Grain (1925) and 
Black Elk Speaks (1932). Both escape genre clas-
sification, which is to say that scholars love to 
talk about how different they look from conven-
tional writings. Labels such as personal history, 
testimony, or manifesto don't give an adequate 
sense of these first-person narratives. And they 
certainly are not novels, plays, poems, or collec-
tions of stories. 
Williams, New Jersey's most famous pedia-
trician, was a man of letters at heart, captivated 
by the impassioned Ezra Pound when both were 
students at the University of Pennsylvania. As a 
doctor, Williams kept a typewriter in his exam-
ining room for jotting down poems and bits of 
odd English used by immigrant mothers. In his 
forties he took a sabbatical, first to do research 
in the American History room of the New York 
Public Library. Then, with wife Flossie, he sailed 
to Europe for a few months. There and on ship-
board he wrote quirky outbursts of varying 
lengths to explain to himself what the U.S. was 
all about. 
In the American Grain resulted, his revi-
sionist history whose episodes took off from var-
ious individuals, getting as far as Lincoln. In the 
piece touching Jacataqua, a forgotten Abenaki 
Indian woman (connected with Aaron Burr, who 
for Williams is apostle of liberty rather than 
notorious loose cannon), Williams stated bluntly 
his mission in writing: "We [Americans] are 
blind asses, with our whole history unread 
before us." Williams' penchant for hyperbole 
and slang is not exactly what readers expected, 
not to mention his apparently random and 
eccentric flailing; In the American Grain has 
never become widely known. 
Meanwhile, in 1930, five years after the 
avant-garde New Directions press published that 
book, a Nebraska poet named John Neihardt 
met a Lakota Sioux holy man named Black Elk, 
who in early life had had a vision that earned 
him the status of healer and custodian of tribal 
memory. He had also been present at the 
Wounded Knee massacre in 1890. Neihardt 
interviewed him at length, through an inter-
preter, then organized the results to form a 
coherent chronological narrative, and published 
Black Elk Speaks two years later. 
Early in the book Black Elk tells of how in 
the late 1860s and the 1870s the Lakota people 
watched white men invade the lands they 
roamed. In Montana they had found "the 
yellow metal that they worship and that makes 
them crazy." Soon they found it in the Black 
Hills too, in what later became South Dakota. 
Here of course is an unusual take on the Anglos 
who swarmed into the West-the view from 
those who were swarmed over. In Black Elk's 
language the term for the white tide is Wasichus, 
meaning many. 
Also unusual, when thinking about how his-
tory gets written, is the prescription of Dr. 
Williams that ordinary Americans (not just 
scholars) go back to "the early records" for their 
history, taking at least a look at original writings. 
Such documents both supply and supplement 
what textbooks say. Often these get published in 
small-circulation journals, by state and local his-
torical societies. "Do you know," Williams 
writes at one point, "that the town-records in 
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many with as many as seven wives?" Serially, he 
means. In his long poem Paterson, Williams 
draws on newspapers from 1817 and 1850, and 
at one point actually instructs himself, "Old 
newspaper files, I to find." 
Part of what interests me about Black Elk 
and Williams is this invitation to readers to 
become discoverers. Fresh historical material 
still may lurk unsuspected, in print in obscure 
localities, and in the memories of unprominent 
individuals. Such material indeed might not be 
found elsewhere. Williams famously made the 
local a sort of touchstone; know some one place 
well (such as his nearby Paterson, New Jersey, 
founded by Alexander Hamilton as an industrial 
center in 1791), and you can move from its cues 
into understanding the nation as a whole. 
Black Elk likewise-though widely traveled, 
performing in England with Buffalo Bill's Wild 
West Show, shortly before Wounded Knee, he 
concerns himself in Black Elk Speaks with his 
native habitation, the Black Hills. This region 
remains widely unknown even today, except as 
the site of Mount Rushmore and the gigantic 
mountainside carving of Crazy Horse (whose 
father was Black Elk's father's cousin). 
"Old newspaper files." Neither oral tradi-
tion (Black Elk) nor historical records 
(Williams), newspapers from obscure places may 
be among the last unmined sources readily avail-
able to the amateur scholar, even when accessible 
only on imperfect microfilm. Nicholson Baker 
in Double Fold: Libraries and the Assault on 
Paper has lately mounted a campaign to save 
what original newspapers are still left in libraries. 
In an experiment one day last summer I 
wanted to sample a couple of years of my own 
hometown paper, while back in the area, to sense 
what the town had been like when my father was 
young. The bound volumes are still preserved, 
in the town library's "Indiana Room," stacked 
high but pages crumbling, and therefore off 
limits. The human passion for origins, for begin-
nings, suddenly arose within me, meaning that 
in requesting films I found myself first asking for 
the very earliest. These turned out to be from the 
centennial year, 1876, the decade before Dad's 
parents even arrived in the U.S. 
In 1876, Custer and 225 men fell to the 
Sioux at the Little Big Horn, in southeastern 
Montana. The C-SPAN program last July fea-
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turing Black Elk in the ''American Writers" series 
originated live from that battlefield site. Histo-
ries of the event note that earlier, by 1875, the 
Black Hills over to the southeast had been 
"overrun with prospectors"; Black Elk himself 
explains that in 1874, when he was eleven, "the 
first sign of a new trouble came to us." This was 
a rider whom the Lakota named Pahuska (none 
other than Custer), who "led his soldiers into the 
Black Hills that summer to see what he could 
find." They find "much of the yellow metal that 
makes the Wasichus crazy." That unsanctioned 
excursion leads to hubris, which leads to the 
famous Little Big Horn annihilation of June 25, 
1876. But in the big picture the Wasichus soon 
take over Indian land. 
Old newspapers are something like Williams 
and Black Elk: a mix of genres, especially the 
page we would call the editorial page, crammed 
randomly with short news items, outbursts of 
opinion, and stories of various lengths reprinted 
from other papers. In the Crown Point Register, 
published in northwest Indiana a few miles from 
the yet-undreamed-of city of Gary, here is an 
item of Feb.15, 1877: 
.MR. G. WHIPPLE of this place, has 
recently been to Chicago to enquire 
the best route and the probable cost of 
a passage to the Black Hills. He 
expects to start about the first of April 
and is sure that he can get a good large 
company to go with him. Wm. Rock-
well, Orin Firman, and Mr. Winslow 
have already consented to go, besides 
several from Crete, Illinois, and rwo 
from the south part of the county. He 
hopes to get twenty-five, at least, and 
will be glad to talk with any one on the 
subject. The fare there now is but $28, 
and will probably get down to about 
$20 before the crowd will start. 
Did Whipple get there? Did the trip pay off? 
Don't know. In these early years many issues of 
the weekly paper are missing, and I scanned only 
from January 1876 through March 1877. But 
for a moment his sense of excitement broke in 
on me-if not exactly a craving to worship the 
yellow metal of the hills. Some one man first 
went to the nearest big city for information; he 
became a promoter; groups of men formed and 
bonded; and unapologetic covetousness appar-
ently grew beyond bounds. 
Was it randomness or design, by the way, on 
the part of the editor, that sandwiched this Black 
Hills opportunism between two paragraphs 
where he touts advertising? "Extensive adver-
tising" allegedly has given one business in the 
town of Rensselaer its best year ever, while over 
in Rochester the story is about the same. Here's 
Gilded Age fervor; one of those self-serving 
paragraphs heaps scorn on "old fogies who are 
of the opinion that advertising is throwing 
money away." 
In the Black Hills paragraph the modern 
reader notices that these hills are known to 
everybody, probably from big-city papers or pre-
vious Register paragraphs. No need to use the 
word gold or the name Dakota Territory. 
I didn't connect the dream of gold and 
adventure with another paragraph earlier, but 
maybe should have. On May 11, 1876, had 
appeared this complaint, in the voice of the 
aggrieved editor, speaking for the fed-up citi-
zenry: 
CROWN POINT is inhabited with a 
crowd of boys who are a terror to the 
community, all on account of the.ir 
parents letting them do and go as they 
please. Every fence and barn in town 
is covered with writing that would 
almost shame the devil, and about 
once a week they make a raid on an 
empty building, and break all the lights 
out. Only last week, Mr. Joseph 
Hack's wagon shop was pelted with 
stones and windows broken, while the 
band was there practicing. The only 
way to pur a stop to these doings is to 
catch one of these young rascals and 
make an example of him in the court 
room. 
How can you not love an outburst like that, 
flying as it does in the face of our own present-
day pride in enduring unprecedented teen vio-
lence? One imagines-and it's barely a decade 
after the traumatic Civil War-parents won-
dering which way, now, the world was immi-
nently going to end. Fire or ice, bloodthirsty sav-
ages in the West or their own brazen progeny 
taunting the unamused heavens? Railroad these 
ruffians to the Black Hills! 
So if we were in a classroom learning history, 
with digitization turned off, websites not dancing 
their little ads before us, we could have a good 
laugh at our ancestors' anxieties. Then we might 
wonder what else excited people, in this Mid-
west town just forty years after its founding. 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, that's what. This 
would be none other than the co-organizer of the 
famous Seneca Falls convention in 1848, pro-
moting women's rights, now sixty-one years old 
in 1876. According to the Register, "There was a 
very fair attendance, and the lecture was well 
received and appreciated," when in spring she lec-
tured in Cheshire Hall on "Washington Women." 
Cheshire Hall, which still exists on the court-
house square, is one of those large second-story 
assembly rooms characteristic of old American 
small towns. The article on April27 runs to some 
ten inches, and surely her full talk is extant, since 
traveling lecturers kept recycling material for 
audience after audience, and then published it. 
Also of concern, rape. The actual word rape 
appears in the next column, adjacent to the 
Whipple expedition: "The case of the state of 
Indiana vs. Dickerson, for assault and battery 
with intent to commit rape upon the person of 
Irene Moell, a girl of eleven years of age, was on 
trial last Thursday," Dickerson being found 
guilty. The punishment-the perpetrator "has 
great cause for rejoicing that his punishment has 
been made so light" -was six months in county 
jail and a $10 fine. This item stood out because 
my memory, doubtless imperfect, recalls that in 
the Chicago Daily News of my adolescent 
years-this was now the mid-twentieth cen-
tury-the word rape wasn't routinely used, 
apparently too strong for a family newspaper, 
the euphemism being criminal assault. 
What else? Revivals, as irreverently noted in 
a column of doings in a nearby town, still on the 
same page with rape and the Black Hills: "The 
need of rescuing Hobart from the enemy that 
'goes round like a roaring lion' has been recog-
nized by the [Ira] Sankey & [Dwight] Moody 
folks." A new large tabernacle having been com-
pleted in Hobart, "[t]he revival preachers are 
expected here in a few days, when a vigorous 
bombardment of the powers of darkness and of 
Unitarianism will begin." 
Before going on to sample the 1920s and 
1930s, I briefly pondered a probability: that 
once you as a microfilm reader knew the subject 
of a Stanton talk, or had seen "Black Hills" 
fervor, or found a band practicing in a wagon 
shop, or saw one instance of crime and punish-
ment, you might be energized for starting to 
construct your own version of the lives and 
works of ordinary people in a given era-"you" 
being, let's say, a high school pupil weary with 
the heavy and panderingly glitzy American his-
tory textbook that young rascals and terrorists, 
even future academics, are weighed down with 
these days. 
"You" would be, in effect, a new John Nei-
hardt or William Carlos Williams, taking local 
cues from microfilm with you into other parts of 
the library, also to websites, to see what non-
textbook sources had to say-if indeed you 
could tear yourself away from minuscule black 
DRY SEASON 
Brown apples, as pinched as raisins, 
Have early mummied on the orchard trees; 
Their leaves are lemon peelings, the bark 
Parched and scissory; dry soil yields 
Few autumn flowers, fevered beyond sweetness; 
Dry corn in the fields crosses blade 
On dry blade, like sounds of shields clashing; 
The dry-throated birds, long since 
Finished with singing and summer, utter arid 
Low murmurs to each other, searching ground 
And fallen leaves, piecing together enough 
For their flockings to elsewhere's green, 
Elsewhere's rain. Hard weather hardens 
The year's hopes: poor harvest, thin living 
Through winter. Fingers crumble the clodded 
Earth, feel seeds that never came to germinate; 
Breathe the dust, grieve for endings and lost 
Beginnings, turn away, turn to the barn 
Door's opening on interior pools of light 
And the wheaten, sunny smell of animals 
In their stalls, long schooled to humility's 
Patience, humility's mild trust: the barn miss 
With her kittens, the brown mare and her foal. 
Nancy G. Westerfield 
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type on an uncolored roll of ordinary plastic. 
Your own local data would provide important 
pieces of the national story; you could focus the-
matically on advertising and promotion, let's 
say, or on crime, or permanent social issues. You 
might construct a website usable to others. 
One wants to believe this sort of thing has 
been happening, all over the nation-high 
school juniors excitedly at work gathering his-
tory from local microfilms that scholars haven't 
yet explored. But while the librarian was having 
trouble loading paper into the reader-printer I 
looked around the spacious town library for 
other machines, either readers or reader-
printers. This, she said, was the only one. 
From Dogwood, yours faithfully, 
c.v. 
booklines 
"The facts of life and death 
remain the same. We live and die, 
we love and grieve, we breed and 
disappear. And between these exis-
tential gravities, we search for 
meaning, save our memories, leave 
a record for those who will 
remember us" (91). This passage 
from Thomas Lynch's Bodies in 
Motion and at Rest, just this 
summer released in paperback by 
W.W. Norton, accurately represents 
the range of topics discussed in 
three books that I (and my students) 
have found gripping. Ostensibly, 
each book is about death and dying, 
yet each offers deep and heartfelt 
insights into life and a purposeful 
and pleasant living. 
Tuesdays with Morrie: An Old 
Man, A Young Man, and Life's 
Greatest Lesson, by Mitch Alborn, 
(Doubleday, 1997) has been a best-
seller now for almost one hundred 
and fifty weeks. It is a treasure of a 
book that anyone who is going to 
die or who knows someone who is 
going to die (for those among us 
who have yet to discover our mor-
tality) ought to read. The book 
chronicles the last "class" taught by 
retired Brandeis sociology pro-
fessor Morrie Schwartz; the subject 
was The Meaning of Life, and 
Mitch was Morrie's only Tuesday 
pupil. Morrie is dying of ALS, Lou 
Gehrig's disease which, while 
slowly paralyzing his body, has left 
mind intact and lively. As Mitch and 
Morrie rekindle their relationship, 
they discuss everything from feeling 
sorry for yourself to money, from 
death to marriage, and from family 
to the fear of aging. 
Morrie's ability to be fully pre-
sent in even his most difficult and 
painful moments, to listen to Mitch 
and to speak as though each word 
might be the last, and to change and 
grow until his very last breath 
touch Mitch and his readers to the 
core. I have offered this book as an 
optional reading in my Death, 
Dying and Quality of Life classes 
and every student who has read it 
has been glad they did so, citing 
both its readability and the pro-
found nature of the "lessons" 
learned. 
Thomas Lynch also writes about 
death and dying, though from a 
somewhat different perspective. 
He is often billed by his publicists 
as "poet/undertaker," as he pursues 
both callings from his small-town 
Milford, Michigan home. In The 
Undertaking: Life Studies from the 
Dismal Trade, (Penguin, 1997) 
Lynch offers his first set of essays 
dealing with his experiences as son 
and brother, as father and ex-hus-
band and, above all, as a funeral 
director. He is often humorous, as 
when he proposes the construction 
of a golfatorium-a combination 
golf-course-cemetery, something 
which might make even better use 
of vast expanses of land and, at the 
same time, give a good portion of 
the population at least something to 
look forward to at funerals. He is, 
as well, bitingly realistic, his prose 
informed by his finely tuned poetic 
sensibility. He writes eloquently 
and wisely, offering portraits of 
good and bad funerals, and musings 
on love and death and food 
(namely, artichokes). His discus-
sions of suicide, abortion, and the 
notion of pre-planning funerals so 
as not to "be a burden" to one's 
children, are thought-provoking 
and unapologetically the result of 
his vocational experience. 
Lynch's second book of essays, 
Bodies in Motion and at Rest: On 
Metaphor and Mortality, continues 
in this same vein (and I'm sure 
Lynch would approve of any puns 
on embalming that my word choice 
suggests). He revisits some of the 
subjects of his first collection, 
including his poet friend Matthew 
Sweeney's hypochondria, sex and 
reproductive choice, and mass-mar-
keted, multinational funeral enter-
prises. He tells stories of teaching 
his son to fish, of the alcoholism 
that runs in his family, and of the 
fat, old, lazy she-cat that his son 
loves and he hates. Through all of 
his musings, Lynch draws on the 
constant themes of great poets: 
love and death. His dual calling as 
poet and funeral director make him 
especially suited to these topics, 
and his way with words makes it a 
genuine pleasure to follow his 
thoughtful meanderings. 
The styles of the two authors 
presented here vary considerably; 
readers who prefer a continuous 
story with continuity of purpose 
will likely prefer Alborn's book, 
while those who enjoy the freedom 
from story-line constraint that the 
essay format provides will likely 
choose Lynch's works. In either 
case, the reader will find a wealth 
of wisdom and insight into life only 
provided by the quiet and sustained 
contemplation of death. 
Linette R. Lowe 
Stanley Hauerwas. A Better Hope: 
Resources for a Church Confronting 
Capitalism, Democracy, and Post-
modernity. Brazos Press, 2000. 
Stanley Hauerwas promises that 
this latest collection of essays is 
more about what he is for rather 
than against. And what is this 
kinder and gentler Hauerwas for? 
He is for a church that stands 
against the "culture of death," and 
he offers these essays as resources 
to aid the church to carry out this 
counter-cultural mission. The 
introductory essay, "On Being 
Hopeful," considers Chicago arch-
bishop Francis Cardinal George's 
talk, "Catholic Christianity and the 
Millennium," given by invitation of 
the Library of Congress as part of 
an upbeat lecture series "Frontiers 
of the Mind in the 21st Century." 
Rather than playing along with the 
upbeat optimism, George coura-
geously used the opportunity to 
declare what the "decisive and 
momentous influence of Jesus 
Christ" (11) means for under-
standing this moment in history. To 
be the church of Jesus Christ today 
essentially means to be a rival cul-
ture capable of standing against the 
"culture of death." The most signif-
icant declaration of this rival cul-
ture's intention is in the church's 
cultus; that is, in its liturgy. The 
assertion must be savored: the 
liturgy is the integral element of the 
church's cultural resistance. The 
liturgy, Hauerwas asserts, "is the 
church's most decisive political 
act" (16). As George suggests, the 
liturgy resists the culture of death 
because it is grounded in a subver-
sive calendar. Time is of the essence 
in defining the church as a counter-
culture. According to George, as 
secular calendars understand time 
to be the "function of private pur-
poses" (13), they cannot call people 
out of their private self-centered 
lives. Sufficiently secularized, mod-
erns are "untouched by ultimate 
finalities" (14 ), and so lose the 
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ability "to be patient in a world of 
injustice and war" (17). 
Hauerwas' organization of the 
essays reflects his view that con-
flicting notions of time are at the 
heart of the divide between the 
church and secular culture. Part 
one, "The Church in the Time 
Called America," considers the 
church's resistance to postmod-
ernism and capitalism (both of 
which are manifestations of the 
same spirit of the age). The post-
modern story is that there is 
"nothing outside the text." The 
capitalist story says there is 
"nothing outside the market." 
Everything, from meaning to mer-
chandise, is humanly manufac-
tured. Against this anthropocentric 
view, the church at worship recog-
nizes that God is at the center of 
time as it is he who brought time 
into being at creation, redeemed 
the world in the fullness of time, 
and finally shall call time to its end 
at the Eschaton. What does it mean 
to believe in such a God and live in 
this world? It means that Christians 
are called to live in hope. Hope is 
the virtue most closely connected 
to time and hope is most clearly 
manifested in the patient willing-
ness to take the time not to act. For 
Hauerwas, this inaction means 
specifically not getting caught up in 
the destructive cycles of covetous-
ness and violence, cycles fueled by 
the panicked feeling that time is 
running out. Time is not under 
human control. Hence liturgical 
time gives the lie to postmodern 
and capitalist hubris that there is 
nothing outside human action. 
The essays in part two, "Chris-
tian Ethics in American Time," con-
sider the better and worse ways that 
Christian ethicists have understood 
the church's relationship to Amer-
ican culture. Christian ethics fails 
when it diminishes the radical dif-
ference between the church and the 
world and it succeeds when these 
differences are kept in view. The 
offenders include the Journal of 
Religious Ethics, which keeps time 
with the academy and all but 
ignores the church, and the Amer-
ican Roman Catholic theologian, 
John Courtney Murray, whose con-
cern for the humanistic foundations 
of American public life kept him 
from challenging this public order 
with the claims of Catholic theolog-
ical rationality. Robert Jenson, John 
Howard Yoder, and, surprisingly, 
Walter Rauschenbusch, are praised 
for recognizing the uniqueness of 
the church. In "Only Theology 
Overcomes Ethics," Jenson is 
praised for his suspicion that ethics 
is finally "a device to mask corrup-
tion"(l17). Ethics is nothing more 
than thinking theologically about 
moral and political issues. Theolog-
ical moral reflection does not 
attempt to square Christian truths 
with some or another secular 
theory, but rather reflects on what 
it means to live the belief that the 
God who liberated Israel from 
Egypt and raised Jesus from the 
dead is the true God. 
Part three, "Church Time," con-
tains the two most helpful essays in 
shaping the resisting church's 
vision and virtue. The first, "Why 
Time Cannot and Should Not Heal 
the Wounds of History," considers 
the relationship of time to forgive-
ness. This essay, delivered to a con-
ference of Protestants in Northern 
Ireland, argues that Christians 
make a terrible mistake by 
accepting the notion that time 
heals. If time healed there would be 
no instances, as in Northern Ire-
land, where the passing of time 
actually fuels the desire for revenge. 
Forget the history of injustice and 
we are doomed to relive its horrors. 
How can we say, "Never again!" 
unless we remember the evil we 
intend not to repeat? Yet, if we 
remember that history of evil, have 
we not stepped into the cycle of 
vengeance? Amnesia cannot be a 
Christian solution. Where time 
does bring peace, it is by means of 
forgetfulness not forgiveness. This 
is a peace by repression of memory 
rather than reconciliation which, 
we must remember, calls for the 
articulation of the evil in the act of 
confession. Why then do Christians 
believe that voicing (confessing) the 
evil brings reconciliation and not 
revenge? Confession is a corollary 
of the dangerous belief that the 
truth sets us free even from such 
things as cycles of revenge. 
Believing that the truth sets us free 
is predicated on the existence of the 
Christian God who is not above 
time, but in the fullness of time, suf-
fered the injustice of the cross. 
Hauerwas is at his best in the 
essay "Sinsick." When I say "at his 
best," I mean he is a preacher who, 
though he speaks with a thick acad-
emic accent, takes threadbare tradi-
tions and worn out phrases and 
shows why these things are more 
radical and interesting than we 
expect. We might think we under-
stand sin; we might think we under-
stand sickness. But put the two 
terms together-sinsick-and we 
discover how little we know and 
how much we need to know about 
both realities. If we really knew 
how much we did not know and 
how important this knowledge is, 
we might have a different valuation 
of expertise. "No one believes that 
an inadequately trained priest 
might damage their salvation," 
Hauerwas writes, "but people do 
believe that an inadequately 
trained doctor might hurt them." 
Say what you will about heresy 
trials, they were the equivalent of 
medieval malpractice suits. They 
were social signs that theology mat-
tered. A malpractice suit is a sign 
that we think it is wrong to need-
lessly lose your livelihood or even 
your life. Heresy trials are signs that 
needlessly losing your eternal soul 
is of infinitely greater importance. 
The point of thinking about 
heresy is not to bring back the 
Inquisition, but to ponder how our 
view of sickness is distorted because 
we no longer think about sin. We do 
think about sickness. Indeed we do 
not stop thinking about sickness. 
Our fear of sickness is much like the 
fear Christians have/had of sin; it is 
an evil force because it cuts us off 
from {eternal) life. We do not stop 
thinking about sickness because the 
secularized world has no medical 
solution for sickness. By joining 
sickness to sin, Christians are 
taught to look for their solution to 
sickness in the same place they find 
their solution to sin. Now divorce 
sin from sickness, you erase the 
only solution for sickness. By get-
ting rid of sin, we do not know 
what to do with sickness, or, for 
that matter, the sick. It may be that 
sickness divorced from sin is unin-
telligible; it certainly is intolerable 
because it robs the sick of hope. Let 
me explain further. The doctrine 
of sin is tolerable, even, as G.K. 
Chesterton points out, a happy and 
hopeful doctrine, because it 
reminds us that sin is not our per-
manent condition. There is, as the 
hymn declares, "a balm in Gilead 
that heals the sin sick soul." If our 
hope is not to depend on our 
health, we must be capable of 
seeing sickness as something other 
than our permanent condition. 
Such a vision of sickness comes 
from theology, not medicine. Yet, 
to say that the solution is theolog-
ical is not to say that it is other-
worldly. The balm that heals the 
soul eternally is found in the con-
crete geographical location of 
Gilead. The good news from Gilead 
is that "our lives do not need to be 
determined by sin or death" (198). 
How can this be? Everything 
depends upon how we understand 
the term "natural." According to 
Aquinas, sickness is the "natural" 
condition of the body after the fall, 
which is to say, death became our 
normal condition. Before the fall, 
integrity was humanity's natural 
and normal condition. After the 
fall, dis-integrity became our 
normal condition but not our nat-
ural condition. Granted, the statis-
tical evidence is overwhelming; one 
out of every person who existed, 
exists, or will exist suffers death. 
Death is as normal as birth: Death 
is not as natural as birth. Every 
complaint of the sick and each 
expression of funereal sorrow is a 
protest that declares that death, 
which is normal, is not natural. This 
is to say, we will never get used to 
the fact that we are "creatures des-
tined to die" (192). So how is the 
church to be hopeful even when it 
faces death as normal? To be 
hopeful in matters related to sin 
and sickness depends upon the 
reversal of the fall. Hope depends 
upon our being able to see what the 
third article of the creed calls "the 
remission of sin." Hope then is a 
matter of perspective. The differ-
ence between despairing and 
hopeful sinners is analogous to the 
difference between hopeful and 
despairing cancer patients. If I am 
in remission, even though my sick-
ness remains, my condition is not 
final nor is my illness determinative 
of my identity. From the medical 
perspective, we may only see our-
selves as persons destined to die. 
This is the perspective that sustains 
all that is part of the "culture of 
death." If the church is to effec-
tively counter the "culture of 
death," its perspective on sickness 
must not collapse under the weight 
of futility. One way is to see how ill-
ness is an evil that, in the hands of 
God, becomes an instrument of rev-
elation. The God who speaks to us 
in his word, screams at us in our 
suffering that "something terrible 
has gone wrong," and he alone is 
the One to set matters right. 
Finally I need to mention that 
the anti-American and anti-capi-
talism themes in these essays fuel in 
me a certain suspicion about the 
direction of Hauerwas' ethics. Con-
sider the assertion, "I do not believe 
in inalienable rights" (23 ). It is not 
clear to me why Hauerwas' with-
ering criticism of political liber-
alism necessitates the rejection of 
inalienable rights. It may be that 
Hauerwas does not expect us to 
take this rejection seriously. Writing 
elsewhere about his agreement with 
Veritatis Splendor's teaching on 
"intrinsically evil acts" (acts which 
are always wrong regardless of 
circumstance or consequence), 
Hauerwas asserts "that there exist 
descriptions for particular acts that 
can never be overwritten by further 
descriptions and further ends justi-
fying these acts." If there is a cate-
gory of acts that are unequivocally 
and always wrong, why not call the 
correlative of that "inalienable 
rights"? It is a term, after all, with 
certain political and cultural pur-
chase, that advances the notion of 
justice that there are things a nation 
must never do to its citizens and 
that there are rights which ought 
never be bartered away, no matter 
how good the consequences. Even 
if the religious antecedents of 
inalienable rights have been erased, 
and even if our nation fails to 
extend these rights to the unborn, 
at least the symbol reminds us that 
we once believed there are acts one 
ought never do, harms from which 
we should be protected. 
Hauerwas' anti-capitalism comes 
out, strangely enough, in his reflec-
tion on homosexuality. Discussing 
the divisions within the church 
over the issue of homosexuality, 
Hauerwas observes that we 
"become one another's enemies 
and as a result fail to notice who the 
enemy is-that is, capitalism. We 
fail to see that the debate about 
'sexual identities' simply reflects 
the construction of our bodies by 
economic forces that makes us 
willing consumers capable of pro-
ducing nothing" (50). Hauerwas' 
path to this conclusion is not alto-
gether clear. He begins by referring 
to his resignation from a Methodist 
commission to study homosexu-
ality because he was frustrated by 
the commission's inability to set out 
a framework for fruitful discussion. 
His suggestion that the commission 
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begin with a study of promiscuity 
was dismissed with little discussion. 
He goes on to say that the church's 
inability to think about homosexu-
ality is related to its inability to 
think about marriage, divorce, and 
fidelity. Then, with little develop-
ment, Hauerwas asserts that capi-
talism is the enemy because it, like 
promiscuous relationships, and 
modern marriages, "thrives on 
short-term commitments" (50). I 
must make clear, it is not that the 
relationships between acquisitive-
ness, sexual promiscuity, marital 
infidelity and homosexuality are 
uninteresting. It is that the connec-
tions remain frustratingly undevel-
oped. The frustration continues to 
the conclusion where Hauerwas 
says, "I know my life and my 
church's life are enriched by mem-
bers of the church who tell me they 
are gay. I care deeply that their lives 
may find the support of the church 
they need and I need." 
While it is important never to 
reduce persons to their sexual ori-
entation and to never forget that 
homosexual persons have much to 
give and receive from the church, I 
do not see how this helps the 
church's reflection on sexual ethics. 
I would rather see Hauerwas begin 
his consideration of homosexuality 
with some commentary on Dante's 
treatment of his homosexual 
teacher Brunetto Latini. Alasdair 
Macintyre puzzles over the fact that 
Latini was so admirable, and yet, at 
Dante's hand, he suffered "that 
unqualified condemnation for 
the sin of sodomy which places 
him in the Inferno." According to 
Aquinas, notes Macintyre, "The 
doing of many good deeds is per-
fectly compatible with the perverse 
choosing of something in oneself 
which is defect and error and 
affirming it as what one intends 
unalterably to be." Because Dante's 
treatment of Latini is marked by 
respect and gratitude, his condem-
nation is the more poignant and 
problematic. Dorothy Sayers com-
ments that Dante's difficult task 
was to maintain "on the one hand, 
that personal feelings cannot 
remove the difference in God's 
sight between right and wrong ... 
on the other, that, as between man 
and man, nothing can ever remove 
the obligation to acknowledge ben-
efits received." Dante's questions 
related to homosexuality required 
theological resources provided by 
Aquinas. The church today needs 
Hauerwas to return to this issue in 
the same spirit as when he main-
tained that he did not see the worth 
of membership in a church which 
failed to instruct its members when 
and where it is permissible to use 
their genitals. If the church is to 
carry out its counter-cultural mis-
sion, we all must hope and pray that 
Hauerwas' subsequent writings will 
overcome the troubling hints of 
moral inarticulacy that characterize 
his treatment of this issue. My guess 
is that our wait will be neither pro-
longed nor disappointing. 
David K. Weber 
Thomas Lynch. Still Life in Milford. 
W. W. Norton & Company, 1998. 
James Dickey felt remarkably 
ambivalent about Randall Jarrell's 
poetry-so ambivalent, in fact, that 
in a review of Jarrell's Selected 
Poems, Dickey had to create two 
distinct selves to battle the issue out 
(see Babel to Byzantium: Poets & 
Poetry Now). One self continually 
argued Jarrell as "an honest, witty, 
intelligent, and deeply gifted man, 
a man who knows more about 
poetry ... than any other of our time 
... [who] has a rare poetic intelli-
gence which works, not for itself, 
but totally in the service of human 
beings, in compassion and love." 
Dickey's other half, on the other 
hand, vehemently claimed Jarrell's 
poetry is "dull beyond all dullness 
of stupefaction or petrifaction; that 
when I read it from end to end I 
know more of boredom than the 
dead do ... the poems are the most 
untalentedly sentimental, self-
indulgent, and insensitive writings 
that I can remember." 
I bring up Dickey's critical 
upheaval not to comment further 
on Jarrell, but to begin commenting 
on Thomas Lynch's third book of 
poems, Still Life in Milford. Lynch 
and Jarrell are two of a poetic kind. 
Like Jarrell's, Lynch's poems are 
devoted in a large part to pre-
serving and remembering the com-
monplace person, the "common 
wisdoms," the "common sense," 
"our common man," "the everyday 
mysteries," "the common names we 
have in common," in these ordinary 
times." In the book's first poem, 
Lynch explains: 
History's a list of lovers and cities, 
a mention of the weather, names and dates 
of meetings in libraries and museums 
of walks by the sea, or through a city, 
late luncheons, long 
conversations, memories 
of what happened or what didn't happen. 
Dickey wrote that Jarrell's world 
"is the World, and People, and not 
the cultivated island of books, the-
ories, and schools," and the same 
could be said of Lynch. A cast of 
characters from Still Life in Milford 
might read like a cast of characters 
from your neighborhood: a former 
"machine gunner with the Corps" 
who has a heart attack while 
making love; Nora Lynch, an 
unmarried relative who's lived 
alone in County Clare for years; the 
"prim, widowed ladies from I the 
Baptist Church"; an invalid father 
and his daughter; an unfaithful hus-
band; a man who wants to appear 
on Oprah; a grieving widower who 
finally scatters the ashes of his wife 
in his garden. Like Jarrell, as well, 
Lynch is drawn to writing about 
women characters: Nora Lynch; 
the daughter of an Alzheimer's 
patient; an abused woman who 
commits suicide; a woman who 
finally desires her "regular hus-
band" after he's dead. Both are also 
deeply interested in death-the 
ending which everyone has in 
common. Jarrell's interest, it could 
be argued, springs from his time in 
the Air Force during World War II 
(see his most famous poem, "The 
Death of the Ball Turret Gunner"). 
Lynch's, on the other hand, seems 
sustained by the fact that he prob-
ably sees it everyday on the job as 
Milford Michigan's real-life funeral 
director. (His book of essays, The 
Undertaking: Life Studies from the 
Dismal Trade, was a National Book 
Award Finalist.) 
It seems quite fitting, then, that 
Lynch's poems seek to preserve, 
remember and memorialize. "The 
Moveen Notebook," a 13-page 
poem dedicated to the memory of 
his relative Nora Lynch, has as its 
refrain, "Don't forget": 
Thus, "don't forget" becomes the prayer 
we pray 
against the moment of our leave-taking-
the whispered pleadings to our intimates, 
the infant held, the lover after lovemaking, 
the child who ages, the elder who 
returns to childhood again. 
"The Moveen Notebook" argues 
that it's "the mention of the name 
that keeps the name alive I and what 
it was they did or didn't do" and 
this is exactly what Lynch is trying 
to do in Still Life in Milford; by 
recording the various lists of lovers 
and cities and lives of common men 
and women, Lynch is trying to 
remember his subjects onto the 
page. Like a eulogist-or a funeral 
director-he is telling us that it 
is important to remember and 
inviting us to begin doing so. 
Jarrell does this implicitly, all 
over the place, frequently adopting 
his characters' points of views to 
memorialize and preserve them and 
to keep them living via the written 
word. These persona poems are 
risky endeavors, and both Jarrell's 
admirers and detractors cite them 
as proof of his uncanny pathos, 
compassion, and love, or of his 
ridiculous bathos, sentimentality, 
and self-indulgence. Lynch, how-
ever, rarely attempts to assume the 
persona of his subjects, preferring, 
instead, to remain that detached 
and descriptive narrator-even in 
his third-person narrations-who 
only reports what happens and 
what he sees and hears without 
employing the sort of moral imagi-
nation that invites empathy and 
true understanding in his reader. 
Jarrell and Lynch both know that 
the "common man" only looks 
common; only by delving into his 
or her psyche, though, can we see 
him or her to be quite extraordi-
nary to begin with. And Lynch 
repeatedly refuses to go this far, too 
frequently filtering "just the facts" 
to us through a generic and undis-
tinguished blank verse, as he does 
in "There There": 
He wanted to be the victim of something, 
to get on a talk show and spill his guts 
on just how it was he came to be this way-
the awful dysfunction of his upbringing 
the sorry particulars of which he could 
make up 
to fit the prime-time appetite for pain. 
Lynch rarely explores, however, 
what the "sorry particulars" in his 
characters' lives happen to be-a 
precedent he sets in the book's first 
poem which I quoted earlier. His-
tory is a list of lovers and cities, but 
Lynch won't say which exactly. It's 
weather and names and dates, but 
he won't elaborate. Libraries, 
museums, seas, memories-but no 
bows or whys. By ignoring what 
the "sorry particulars" really are, 
Lynch fails to do justice to his 
guiding aesthetic; even though his 
poems purport to remember the 
ordinary and common, they all too 
often overlook the defining and 
complex individual psyches that 
make the "ordinary" and 
"common" unique and sacred to 
him in the first place. His character 
in "There There" may want "to be 
the victim of something," but we 
only ever see the symptoms, not the 
reasons why. This is probably fine 
for a funeral director on the job, 
but for a poet trying to remember, 
it doesn't go far. Ultimately, Lynch 
names what he's looking at but fails 
to really see it. 
Of course, one doesn't have to 
write a persona poem to grant a 
subject its subjectivity, nor does a 
persona poem automatically bring 
its speaker to life in all three dimen-
sions. And oftentimes, as in 
Browning's "My Last Duchess," we 
learn more about the speaker of a 
poem than we do the occasion for 
the speaker's words. This is the case 
with Jarrell's "A Girl in a Library," 
for example, which starts with a 
description of the girl but which 
eventually becomes a portrait of 
how the speaker's mind works. 
But throughout Still Life in Mil-
ford, Lynch seems unconcerned 
with the speakers of his poems as 
well, as if his blanky-versy narrator 
needs or deserves no examination 
or scrutiny. Again, there are excep-
tions; poems like "Inviolata" and 
"0 Gloriosa Virginum" explore the 
speaker's "nunnish upbringing" 
and wonderfully juxtapose, in sur-
THE NEWLY DEAD 
The newly dead are concerned 
they can't help us. It was only 
pnsmg and poignant ways, the 
vocabulary of the Roman Catholic 
church with the vocabulary of an 
adult speaker remembering adoles-
cence. "Maybe what I should have 
said was breasts," he writes in 
"Parce Domine," recalling a confes-
sion to Father Kenny years before, 
"though tits is what they seemed 
and ever shall seem I world without 
end. Parce Domine mei [Spare me 
Lord]." Not only is the blank verse 
alive with the tension between col-
loquial speech and pentameter, but 
the speaker's self-consciousness 
nicely undercuts any authorial 
heavy-handedness which might 
want to tell us, as it does in other 
poems, what we're supposed to be 
"getting" from it. 
Lynch's poems risk far less than 
Jarrell's do. Not surprisingly, they 
achieve less as well. And I'm not 
nearly as ambivalent with Lynch's 
poems as Dickey was with Jarrell's. 
Lynch's poems seek too often to 
easily state or demonstrate what 
"everyday mysteries" are-instead 
of dramatizing them and presenting 
a moment ago they were trying to clear up 
some ultimate point, some elusive light. 
They leave us with the other dust, 
are gone, and we are here. Where? 
Perhaps it's we who leave while they, 
caught for a moment in a puzzling reverie, 
wake immersed in the full light, 
knowing themselves and the place at last, 
to find we have plunged ahead in time, 
shadowy creatures chasing the shadow of a shadow. 
Robert Siegel 
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them to the reader to feel, imagine, 
and sort out-and, as a result, the 
poems become dull and sometimes 
outright disrespectful of the 
reader's intelligence. Without the 
corresponding access to their emo-
tional or psychological lives, his 
characters are flat, more often 
"types" than individuals. And too 
many times the blank verse can 
aspire only to prose, as if Lynch is 
unaware of the syntactic drama of 
the sentence and how and why it 
might turn itself across the poetic 
line. All things considered, though, 
there is still a flicker of Dickey's 
internal debate behind my critique 
as well, as I think it's important to 
praise Lynch's allegiance to com-
passion and love and honesty and 
everyday mystery. After all, as 
another poet of the commonplace 
and ordinary once pointed out, so 
much depends upon it. And that's 
probably why it's so darn hard to 
write about in the first place. 
Mike Chasar 
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